


“Curtis? Do you think Daddy’s happy?” 

Curtis Harrell turned from the turkey he was stuffing 
to look at the ten-year-old peering at him across the table. 
Her dark-brown hair was pulled back tight and her big 
brown eyes were filled with deep concern. “What makes 
you ask that, Bee?” 


Bianca shrugged and looked away for a moment. “I 
don’t know.” 

Curtis raised an eyebrow. There was never a time that 
Bianca didn’t know why she was asking anything. “Come 
on, Bee. Out with it.” 

She made a face and blew out a puff of air. “He should 
have a boyfriend, don’t you think?” 


Curtis stopped stuffing and flexed his sticky hand. This 
he had not been expecting. Bianca, interested in her 
father’s love life? He supposed he should be grateful she 
was so casual about the gay thing and that she had no 
fantasies about her father finding her a new mom. 

Truth to tell, Curtis did worry about Gavin. It made 
him sad there was no one special in his best friend’s life. 
“Maybe he’s not ready.” 

“What’s he not ready for?” She bit her lower lip. “It’s 
been a long time since Voldemort ran off.” 

Curtis tried not to laugh at Bianca’s nickname for 
Gav’s ex. Voldemort—Steve—had vanished one day while 
Gav was at work. Gavin had been frantic with worry, only to 
discover the creep had run off with the owner of The 
Watering Hole, a semi-popular Kansas City hangout. 
Neither Curtis nor Gav had gone to the bar since. That had 
been almost two years ago. 


“I never liked that freak, anyway,” Bianca added. 


Curtis hadn’t liked the guy much either. Steve had 
been gorgeous, there was no doubt about that. But the man 
had always felt fake to Curtis. He certainly hadn’t been 
very... intellectual. Curtis suspected it was Steve’s Olympic 
accomplishments in the bedroom that had kept Gavin 
interested more than any other reason. And hell, why not? 
But it was just that Curtis felt his friend deserved more. 


“Your dad’s busy, honey. He works hard for his money.” 
Gavin did too. He worked a full-time shitty job (plus as 
many overtime hours as they’d allow) to support himself 
and his daughter. “Why else do you think he’s not here 
helping us get dinner ready?” Curtis asked. 


Bianca sighed and rolled her eyes. “You think that 
damned job is going to let him go home early? Who has to 
work on Thanksgiving anyway?” 


Anyone who worked Thursdays at RMMS, Gav’s shitty 
place of employment, Curtis thought. The place was open 
365 days a year and Gavin worked Thursdays, so he always 
worked Thanksgivings. 


“Don’t swear, Bee,” Curtis said. 

She rolled her eyes again. “All I said was ‘damned’.” 

“Nevertheless,” was his only answer. 

Bianca pouted. It only made Curtis grin. She was too 
old to pout and he told her so. 

She humphed in reply and, humming “Jingle Bells” 
under her breath, began to open cans to make the green 
bean casserole. 

God, Curtis loved that little girl, in many ways wished 
she were his own. But she wasn’t. All he could do was hope 
he found the right woman so that one day he could have a 


child. One day! It had better happen soon. He was already 
thirty. 


Curtis shook his head. “It’s going to be a great day one 
way or the other,” he told Bianca. “We’ll have a big 
wonderful dinner no matter what.” 


“I wish you weren’t straight,” Bianca said suddenly. 


Curtis let out a bark of surprised laughter. “Why is 
that?” he asked. 


“Because I love you. And you and Dad would be a great 
couple. You’re already best friends. I think it would be cool 
having you as my other dad.” 


Nope. Bianca harbored no wishes that her dad would 
meet “the right woman.” Curtis shook his head. “You come 
up with the craziest stuff, Bee.” 


Bianca turned back, scrutinized him. “You are straight, 
right?” 

Curtis leaned on the table and propped his chin in his 
hand—too late realizing it was the one that had been 
stuffing the turkey. “Shit.” 

“No swearing,” Bianca cried. 

With a snort, he stood and grabbed a towel and wiped 
at his chin. How did he answer her? So complicated. 
“Straight enough,” was the answer. But instead he said, 
“Have you ever seen me date a dude?” 

“T haven’t seen you date a girl in forever!” 

“What about Caitlin?” 

Bianca grimaced. “Please.” 


Well, yeah. He deserved that. He tried another. 
“Susan?” 


Bianca flicked her hand, not even honoring the name 
with a comment. To be fair, Susan wasn’t really worth it. 
Not that she was a bad person, she just wasn’t his type. 
Whatever that was. He’d yet to discover that. 


“And you better not say Alison either,” Bianca stated 
flatly. 

“You keeping tabs?” Curtis started to run his fingers 
through his hair, and remembered at the last second that a 
sticky chin was bad enough. 

“Yes,” she said with a toss of her head. 

“Then how can you say I’m not dating?” He began to 
stuff the turkey again. He’d finished the chest cavity and 
was now filling the neck. 

“’Cause you never date them twice.” 

“What about Alison?” 

Bianca flipped a piece of onion peel at Curtis. “I told 
you not to mention her.” 

“Hey! No throwing food!” 

Bianca threw a piece of eggshell. 

Curtis flapped his hand and bits of stuffing flew at 
Bianca. 

“Gross!” 

“Stop throwing food,” he repeated. 

Bianca sighed again and flounced onto a kitchen chair. 

“Do you think Dad is hot?” 

Curtis coughed, nearly choked. “Hot?” 

She nodded. “I mean, why doesn’t anyone ask him out? 
He’s not ugly, is he? I was in the laundry room yesterday 
and heard Preston telling his sister that Dad’s hot when he 
didn’t think I was listening.” 

Preston, the skinny little florist who lived two floors 
down, thought Gavin was hot? 

She shook her head. “It’s hard to tell when it’s your 
own dad,” she said. 

Curtis cleared his throat. “Well... ah, I don’t know if 
I’m the best person to ask.” 


“Because you're straight? Come on, Curtis. You can 
admit another guy is hot, can’t you? I think Taylor Swift is 
hot. You don’t have to want to bang him!” 

Bang? Had Bianca really just said “bang”? Curtis 
cleared his throat. Gavin, hot? The image of Gav came to 
his mind. Slim, nicely built, athletic, dark-blond hair, 
shining blue eyes, sweet smile, and.... Oh hell. Why not 
admit it? “I... ah... he’s a good-looking man. I suppose if I 
dated guys, I’d ask him out.” 


Bianca sighed as only a ten-year-old could. “But you 
don’t. Dammit.” 

“Bee. What did I say about that?” Curtis shook his 
head and turned to the sink, started the water with his 
elbow, and began to wash his hands. “Why are you 
suddenly worried about your dad having a boyfriend?” he 
asked over his shoulder. 


“Teacher was asking us the other day what we wanted 
for Christmas, and I only had to think about it for ten 
seconds. I want Daddy to get a boyfriend. Since you’re too 
uptight to snap him up, then we got to find him someone.” 

“We?” Curtis spun to face his best friend’s daughter. 
“No. No way.” 

“Curtis, you gotta help,” she said, eyebrows furrowed. 
“Santa won't.” 


“Santa?” Did ten-years-olds still believe in Santa 
Claus? 

“Yesterday Daddy took me to the mall, and Santa was 
there. I figured it was just some fat guy with a fake beard, 
but when we walked by I saw he looked like the real thing. 
His clothes were all smudged and his big beard was real. 
Daddy asked me if I wanted to get my picture taken, and I 
didn’t really, but I wanted to talk to him. So we waited in 
line and I got in his lap and he smelled like tobacco. But it 


was nice and not like cigarettes, you know? So I asked him 
to get Daddy a boyfriend.” 

Curtis started coughing. She did what? “You—you 
asked Santa to get your Daddy a boyfriend?” Boy, what had 
the man thought about that? “What did he say?” 


“He said slavery was illegal and he couldn’t get Daddy 
a person! So I told him I wanted a Project Runway Make-Up 
Set.” She rolled her eyes. 


Curtis tried not to laugh. 
“So you see, you gotta help me!” she exclaimed. 


“I told you,” Curtis said. “There is just no way I’m 
doing that.” 


“Why not? You know a lot of gay men. Almost 
everybody in this building is gay.” 

Which was true. The Oscar Wilde did have a high 
percentage of gay renters. The few straight women in the 
building were always sure to remind Curtis how happy they 
were that he was available. The problem was he didn’t find 
any of them appealing. They were too skinny or too soft or 
their breasts were way too big to be believed. 


You better hurry up and pick a type, his inner voice 
advised him, or you’re going to be ninety before your kids 
graduate. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Curtis said. 

Bianca’s eyes grew wide. Sorrowful, even. “Why not? 
Do you want him to be alone another Christmas?” she 
asked piteously. “No one to cuddle with in front of the 
fireplace?” 

“You don’t have a fireplace,” Curtis reminded her. 

“No one to kiss under the mistletoe?” 


“Look, baby girl. I think one of the biggest mistakes in 
the world is trying to set someone up. Especially a friend. It 


almost always ends in disaster. Remember it was your dad 
that introduced me to Alison.” 


Bianca picked up a piece of celery, almost threw it, but 
stopped at the last second. “No mentioning Alison.” She 
popped the celery in her mouth. 


“Okay. But get this idea out of your head. Right now. I 
am not setting up your dad. And that’s the last word.” 


But when Curtis saw that look come over the face of 
the girl he almost thought of as a daughter, he wondered if 
it was. Bee could be very determined. 


And she almost always got her way. 


‘THANKSGIVING, and Gavin King was working again. So what 
else was new? It was his sixth Thanksgiving in a row, and it 
sucked. Especially with his daughter waiting at home, not 
knowing when he’d get there. 


It was all Andy’s fault, Andy being Gavin’s team leader. 
That man had no desire whatsoever to leave. All 
Thanksgiving was for that man was money. Quite a bit of it, 
to be truthful. First, they got paid eight hours holiday pay if 
they worked or not. Second, they got time and a half for 
whatever hours they worked, and that could be up to 
twelve. It added up. The thing was, as per usual, there 
really wasn’t that much work today, and Andy was milking 
the hell out of the clock to keep them all there. 


Gavin couldn’t decide if the slow day was a blessing or 
a curse. Rapid Marketing Mail Solutions was the third- 
largest customer of the US Post Office. They did massive 
mailings for dozens upon dozens of companies who 
preferred to use them for their billings, mutual fund and 
stock reports, and of course quarter-end statements. It was 
cheaper to use RMMS, and it looked good that their 
outsourcing was kept within the United States. A day at 


RMMS could be horribly busy and the twelve hours beyond 
exhausting. But it went fast that way. With it being so slow 
today, all Gavin could do was dwell on the fact that he was 
at the hellhole instead of home with Bianca. He couldn’t 
even Call to tell his daughter when the turkey should be put 
in the oven, and a turkey took hours to cook. If they were 
getting off early—and there was no reason except for Andy 
that they weren’t—the bird could already be cooking. But if 
Gavin was going to have to work the whole day, it would 
just get cold and dry if Curtis popped the turkey in before 
two o’clock. Dammit! 


It was sad, really, that Andy didn’t want to go home 
and celebrate this day of thanks with the woman he lived 
with. Sadder still that Carrie, his girlfriend, didn’t seem to 
want him there. She was just as money hungry as he was, 
and she wanted him to bring home a big check. She’d be 
working herself if she wasn’t salary. 


On top of everything, it was snowing like a son of a 
bitch outside, and every hour they stayed would make it 
harder to get home. 


What a mess. 
What a sad, lonely mess. 


All Andy wanted was money, and all Gavin wanted was 
to leave, despite the fact that he could certainly use the 
bucks himself. Christmas was only a month away, after all, 
and Bee was hoping for a watch and some Project Runway 
make-up kit. That didn’t come for free. Yet still he wanted 
to go home to his little apartment to spend the day with the 
lights of his life: his daughter, Bee, and his best friend, 
Curtis. 


The thought of them brought a smile to his face even 
amidst the possibilities of the crap this day could become. 


“What the hell do you have to smile about?” came a 
voice that banished his daughter’s bright smile—and the 
handsome face of Curtis, with his gorgeous blue eyes and 
his blond, blond hair—from his mind. It was Payne, Gavin’s 
coworker and the only person that kept him from going 
insane in this place. 


“Nothing,” he replied. 
“That’s not a ‘nothing’ look,” Payne returned. 


“It might as well be,” Gavin said, and shut his mouth. 
He wasn’t saying another word. Especially about Curtis and 
certainly not the crush he’d had on the man for two years. 
Gavin had fallen for Curtis the moment they’d met, even 
though he’d been dating Steve at the time—maybe he knew 
somehow the man was a creep? God! Why did Curtis have 
to be straight? 


Then, realizing he’d better give the way-too-perceptive 
Payne something, said, “I was thinking about how I want to 
go home.” 


Payne nodded. “Yeah. Tell me about it. Lambert isn’t 
too happy about it either.” Lambert was Payne’s boyfriend 
of umpteen years. They’d been together longer than Bianca 
had been alive. The years had made Payne blasé about such 
matters as holidays. He considered Thanksgiving to be 
nothing but commercialism. Lambert, on the other hand, 
was Calling every hour on the hour, hoping Andy had given 
a hint when the workday might end. 


“Who knows when we’ll get out of here with Scrooge 
McDuck in charge today,” Gavin said, ignoring the fact that 
he knew Payne would be just as happy making a ton of 
money himself. 

Across the room, Andy—tall and nearly impossibly 
good-looking—was chatting up a stocky janitor. She was all 
giggles. It was rude to say, but Andy always hit on women 


that weren’t used to getting attention from devilishly 
attractive men. Carrie, Andy’s girlfriend, wasn’t all that 
beautiful herself. She did, however, make good money. 


“It’s all a part of my plan,” Andy often said. “Hit on a 
gorgeous woman and you can get rejected. Hit on a dog 
and you’re guaranteed at least breakfast.” 


Disgusting. Totally disgusting. 


“We’re never going to get out of here,” Gavin mumbled 
to himself. 


No. Don’t think like that! It would only make it worse. 


Imagine being home. He closed his eyes. Pictured it. 
Pictured himself on the sofa between Curtis and Bee. Like 
Labor Day weekend. They’d watched Ben Hur on DVD, and 
toward the end Bee had fallen asleep, his hip her pillow. 
And then somewhere, somehow, he’d fallen asleep as well. 
Waking up to the surging music of the end credits, he found 
he’d made a pillow himself. Of Curtis’s chest. Not only that, 
but his friend had placed an arm around his shoulder. 

Gavin had never been so happy in his life as he had in 
that moment. He’d almost ruined it by letting a thread of 
regret that Curtis wasn’t his lover sew itself into the 
tapestry of the wonderful day. But he’d pulled that thread 
quickly and let himself be grateful for his wonderful family. 
For his daughter. For a friend that felt so comfortable in his 
own masculinity and their friendship that he’d pull a gay 
man up against him and let Gavin sleep. 

Gavin smiled. Oh, that had been a day. 

And today? He would not let any sadness in. He would 
be with Bee and Curtis, no matter what and when. Gavin 
opened his eyes. 

What he saw surprised him. 

Andy had an annoyed look on his face. He nodded at 
the short, round woman and then pulled a cell phone from 


his pocket. He raised an eyebrow, answered it, and soon 
got an even more unhappy look on his face. 

He started to talk animatedly into the phone, hands 
waving, and then stopped. His shoulders slumped and he 
scowled, nodded, and finally put the phone away. Then 
ignoring the janitor, he turned and stalked toward Gavin 
and Payne. 

“Yo. We’re closing shop. That was Colfer.” Colfer was 
the floor manager. 


Gavin felt his heart jump in excitement. 


“She’s all fucking worried that we’ll get trapped in the 
frigging snow,” Andy continued. “Wants us to go home. 
Isn’t that fucked? I tried to tell her it wasn’t that bad.” 


“Andy,” Gavin said, knowing better. “It’s snowing like 
nuclear winter out there! They’re calling for at least ten 
inches. You want to have to stay the night in one of the 
hotels down the street?” 


Andy shrugged. “RMMS would pay for it.” 
“And what about Thanksgiving?” Gavin asked. 


“Fuck Thanksgiving. I can eat cold turkey tomorrow. I 

will anyway. Do you have any goddamned idea how much 
money we're losing by leaving early?” 
“I don’t care,” Gavin said, turning on his heel and 
heading to the coat rack. “I’m making like a shepherd and 
getting the flock out of here.” He smiled and pulled out his 
cell. A few moments later Bee was on the phone, her voice 
full of hope at his call. Gavin grinned. “Tell Curtis to get 
that turkey in the oven,” he said. “Daddy’s coming home!” 


EvEN leaving when he did, it took Gavin almost an hour to 
make the trip that usually took him ten or fifteen minutes. 


The snow was bad. Thick, slick, and coming down hard. At 
this rate, RMMS, skinflints that they were, just might have 
to call a snow day. For tonight’s shift and maybe 
tomorrow’s as well. Wouldn’t that be something? 


When Gavin got home to the little apartment, Bee 
threw herself into his arms and his heart swelled in 
happiness, snow forgotten. He looked up to see Curtis 
approaching, arms outstretched. The man put his arms 
around Gavin, making the three of them a human sandwich. 
Gavin’s heart filled all the more. 


Home. He was home. 


Curtis told him to go change. Gavin’s shoes and socks 
and even pant legs were soaked and cold from the snow. 
When he came out of the bedroom in nice, dry clothes, the 
TV was on and A Christmas Story was just beginning. It 
was Bee’s favorite, even though they’d seen it countless 
times. 


That was okay. Gavin was with his family. 


Halfway through the movie the smell of turkey was 
filling the apartment, and as soon as the end credits began, 
they all moved to make the finishing touches on everything 
else to go with the dinner. Yams and a green bean casserole 
went into the oven, rolls were made ready, and Curtis put 
together one of his famous salads. 


In seemingly no time, the table was laden like 
something out of a Rockwell painting. Bianca asked if she 
could say the prayer, and Gavin nodded in encouragement. 
Her prayer was short and endearing and ended on a 
surprising note: “And please help Daddy find a boyfriend so 
he won’t be lonely. Amen.” 


A boyfriend? Now where had that come from? 
She looked up shyly. “Was that okay, Daddy?” 


“Do you think I’m lonely, baby? I’ve got you and Curtis. 
What else could I want?” Except Curtis in my bed at night. 


“Somebody to cuddle with when you go to bed,” she 
said, as if reading his mind. 


The words took him unawares. “What about Curtis?” 
he asked. 


“He’s straight, Daddy,” she said, a sad note to her 
voice. 


Gavin laughed uncomfortably. “I mean, don’t you want 
him to find somebody too?” 


She smiled. “I sure do!” She closed her eyes. “And 
Curtis too. Amen.” 


Gavin had to chuckle at that and looked to his friend, 
who seemed touched by Bianca’s addition. 


But, could I stand to see him with someone? Damn. 
What kind of jerk are you? You don’t want him to be alone. 
“Amen,” he said aloud. 


“Amen,” repeated Curtis. 


Bianca was beaming. “Now let’s all say something 
we’re thankful for, okay?” 


Curtis nodded. “Okay. Thank you Bee, thank you Gav. 
I’m thankful for both of you. Thank you for being the best 
friends a man could have. Thank you for sharing today with 
me.” 


Gavin felt his heart jump. “I am thankful for my 
wonderful daughter and you, my best friend, Curtis. And 
that we have all this food and that I got most of the day off 
to spend it with you, and that I have a job when so many 
people are without.” 


Bianca rolled her eyes. “I don’t know why you’re 
thankful for that place!” 


“Bee,” Curtis said before Gavin could, surprising him 
in doing so. “Let’s not talk like that today.” 


She sighed dramatically. “Okay.” 
“Tell us something you’re thankful for,” Curtis said. 


She grinned. “You and Daddy, of course! You’re both 
my daddies! How could anything be better than that?” 


Both men smiled in return. Indeed. What could? 


Curtis stood and carved the turkey, and even that 
simple gesture made Gavin feel all the more like a part of a 
Norman Rockwell painting. More than that, he felt a part of 
something bigger than himself. He felt connected. 


Could life really get much better than this? The only 
thing that could make it better would be if his mother could 
be there with them. But of course that couldn’t be. 


God rest her soul, the woman had been the best 
mother he could have asked for. She supported him always 
and had hardly ever disapproved of anything Gavin did. 


She hadn’t been angry or upset or condemning when 
he came out to her at sixteen. 


She’d been surprised, but supported him when he 
announced he was marrying his childhood friend, Patty. 
Especially when he told her Patty was pregnant. 


She even nodded with understanding when he told her 
how the two of them had gotten smashed on the night of 
their prom and decided to make love “just the once.” She 
only asked him if he could be happy with a woman instead 
of a man. 


When Patty died two years later in a car accident, 
Gavin’s mother had been there at his side, every day. She 
helped him through his grief at the loss of a lifetime friend, 


helping him with Bianca, making him move home so she 
could take care of them both. And more. So much more. 


Gavin’s heart clenched for a moment then, 
remembering when his mother had been taken from him as 
well. A heart attack. Bee was almost six. They’d already 
begun planning for first grade. 


Gavin hadn’t been able to face the empty house. It had 
been too much. So out of the blue, something Gavin just 
didn’t do, he packed up lock, stock, and barrel, and moved 
to Kansas City. With the money his mother left him he was 
able to make sure Bee went to a good school. A gay online 
friend had directed him to the Oscar Wilde apartment 
building for a place to live. Not only was it predominately 
gay, but it finally gave him a real connection with the gay 
community. The tiny town where he’d been born and raised 
certainly couldn’t do that. 


He found a job he didn’t really like, but one that gave 
him four days off every other week and allowed him to have 
lots of time with Bianca, and that was important. 


The thing was, raising a daughter took a lot more time 
than he ever imagined, and a serious boyfriend never 
seemed to come. Gay men seemed to resent his daughter, 
and that was something Gavin resented. His Bee was not an 
inconvenience. She was the light of his life, and any man 
who wanted to be with him needed to accept her as part of 
the deal. He so understood when he heard single mothers 
complain about how hard it was to find a man willing to get 
involved with a woman with kids. Gavin had that problem, 
and he only had one child. 


He looked at Bianca then, felt a warmth fill his chest, 
and knew she would always be the light in his world. Then 
he glanced across the table at Curtis and knew that, even 
though he wished he and Curtis could be more than 
friends, he was indeed grateful to have the man as his 


friend. Life was good. Despite it all, life was totally 
amazing. 


After that, the evening only seemed to get better. That 
was, until Bee asked the question. 


They were on the couch watching a Lady Gaga concert 
(her favorite, and Gavin would admit his as well) when she 
asked it. “Daddy? Is it my fault you don’t have a boyfriend?” 


Gavin all but gasped. A quick glance to Curtis showed 
the man was also startled by Bianca’s words. 


“Baby!” Gavin jumped up from the couch and then 
squatted before her, put his arms around her, and 
squeezed. “Why would you ask me that?” 


“Bobby Brubaker said....” 


Gavin stopped her. “Bobby Brubaker? You’re listening 
to what Bobby Brubaker says?” Gavin had been excited 
when Bee meet Bobby. The kid’s father was gay and out, 
and knowing another kid with a gay father had to be good. 
But it turned out the boy was quite the little manipulator 
and liar. Gavin found he didn’t want Bee having anything to 
do with him 

“He says his daddy can’t find a new husband because 
he spends all his time working or taking care of Bobby and 
his sister and....” 

“No!” he said, horrified he’d thought something similar 
less than an hour before. But not for one minute did he 
blame Bee that he was single. 

Not really. 

Sure, he’d wondered once or twice how different his 
life might be if he’d never spent that drunken night with 
Patty, but he’d never regretted it. Never! 


“Do I take up all your time, Daddy?” 


“No,” he said quickly. Damn. Where had she gotten 
such an idea? Had he ever said anything to make her worry 
about that? He shook his head firmly. “No,” he repeated. 
“You are my reason for living, baby.” 

She looked up at him with eyes that reminded him of 
Bambi’s. Huge and brown and full of sadness. But 
something else too. “Really?” she asked. Trust. Yes, trust. 
And some hope as well? 

Gavin nodded. “Really,” he said. 

“What about Curtis?” she asked. 


Gavin froze. What about Curtis? And then aloud, “What 
about Curtis?” 


“Do you live for him too?” 


Gavin felt his throat seize up. How did he answer that? 
He looked over at his friend, who was looking at him with 
those crystal blue eyes of his. He forgot to breathe. Then he 
looked back to his daughter. “Curtis is my best friend,” he 
said. 


“But you love him?” 


More than anyone but you, Gavin thought. But out loud 
he said, “Sure. Sure I do.” 

That seemed to satisfy her, and she turned her 
attention back to the concert. He climbed back onto the 
sofa and pulled her against him. She wiggled until she was 
comfortable. 

She'll fall asleep now, he thought. But it was Gavin 
that fell first. 


Curtis watched Gav’s lids as they drooped, then shut, 
opened, and closed... opened... and finally shut for good. 


There were tears in Curtis’s eyes. 


Because something had finally clicked with him. It was 
set into motion by Bee’s question when he’d been stuffing 
that damned turkey. How she worried about Gav being 
alone. Then, when she had asked her father if it was her 
fault he was single, something had gripped Curtis’s heart. 


Bianca had been worried that she took up too much of 
her father’s time. 


And then she’d uttered those final words.... 


“What about Curtis?” she’d asked. “Do you live for him 
too?” 


He’d frozen, locked eyes with Gav, and of course he 
saw it. Gav was in love with him. Curtis had known it 
forever. They’d even spoken of it one drunken night soon 
after meeting. 


It was a few weeks after Steve ran off, and Gavin and 
Curtis were watching Sleepless in Seattle, a chick flick if 
there ever was one. But it was one of Gav’s favorite movies, 
and even back then Curtis found it hard to refuse him 
anything. In fact, it was Gavin that made him admit he liked 
“chick flicks” as well. They were both engrossed in the 
movie when Gav sat up and pointed at the screen. 


“Did you hear that?” he said. 

“What...?” Curtis asked. 

“That part of the movie always bothers me.” 
Curtis could only shake his head. 


“Where Meg Ryan’s mother tells her how she knew 
when she was in love with Meg’s father. She said that when 
they were dating, they held hands, and when she looked 
down, she couldn’t tell where his fingers ended and hers 
began. No way.” 


Gav found the remote then and rewound to the scene. 


“See? Isn’t that as ridiculous as can be? Did she have 
big man-fingers or did he have little woman-fingers? When I 
held Patty’s hand I could always tell our hands apart. Which 
fingers were mine and which were hers. Patty’s hands were 
so small, her fingers long and delicate. Like piano-player 
fingers.” 


Curtis nodded. “Yeah. I guess you’re right. I never 
thought of that. A woman’s hands are usually smaller than 
a man’s.” 


“But,” Gav said, and then suddenly took Curtis’s hand 
in his own. “Look at this!” 


Curtis did what Gav asked, looked and saw their 
fingers entwined, and sure enough, it was hard to tell 
which fingers were his and which were Gav’s. He felt a 
funny shiver. Not only did their hands look a lot alike, but 
Gav’s were a bit rough as well. A man’s hands. Not the soft 
hands Curtis was used to holding. 


“That’s how I knew I was gay,” Gav said then. 
Curtis felt another shiver. “What do you mean?” 


“When I was a kid,” Gav said, his voice starting to slur 
from the alcohol, “there was this boy I used to fool around 
with. We were in love. Or I was. Anyway, we would go for 
long walks in the woods holding hands and then we’d kiss, 
just like I did with Patty. But when I looked at our fingers, 
they looked so much alike. Not like mine and Patty’s at all. 
And I knew. I knew I liked boys. Not from kissing. Not from 
playing around together. But from holding hands. When I 
held hands with my guy friend it felt right. It looked right. 
It was never like that with Patty.” 


“How old were you?” 
“About fourteen.” 


“You knew when you were that young?” Curtis asked, 
surprised. “Before you ever had sex with a woman?” 


Gav laughed at him. “Oh yes. Oh! Yes! It must be how 
you feel when you are with a female. Right?” 


Curtis found it hard to answer. He just nodded. What 
did he say to that? 


How did he explain that sex had never been all that 
special to him? It was better than masturbation, most 
especially for the cuddling afterward. But it had never been 
like in the movies. Never like When Harry Met Sally or My 
Best Friend’s Wedding. No, it had always seemed more like 
something you were supposed to do, and if he was going to 
have the family he longed for, he was going to have to do it. 


Curtis had never really had a family. His parents died 
when he was about Bianca’s age, and he spent most of his 
growing-up years in foster homes, somehow never getting 
adopted. He’d spent hours staring into the mirror 
wondering what was wrong with him, trying to figure out 
why no one wanted him. Was he unlovable? 


Somewhere along the way, he made a vow. One day he 
would be the father he’d never had. He’d give a child or 
children all the love in his heart. They’d never wonder if 
there was something unlovable about them! 


“You okay, buddy?” Gavin asked him. 


Curtis looked down at where his fingers still entwined 
with Gavin's. 


“T love you,” Gav told him then. 


And Curtis’s heart leapt in his chest as tears 
threatened. 


“I know you don’t feel the same,” Gav said. “It’s okay. I 
just had to tell you.” 


Later, Curtis tried to shrug it off as a result of the 
booze. Gav had certainly never brought it up again. 


But now Curtis knew. 


Gav had meant it. He had meant more than love. Gav 
had meant he was in love with him. 


And he still is. 


It’s my fault Gav is single. Not Bee’s. Mine. I’ve never 
discouraged his feelings. 


No. In some way he may have even encouraged them. 
Oh my God. 


When Bee stirred and suddenly sat up straight, he 
knew what he had to do. He watched as she got up, went to 
the kitchen, and came back with a glass of water. That’s 
when he told her. 


“Okay, little one. I’ll do it. I’ll help you find your daddy 
a boyfriend.” 


A huge smile spread across Bianca’s face. 
“Oh, Curtis! Hurray!” 
“Sshhhh. Don’t wake him up.” 


She nodded solemnly, but then the smile was back, 
bigger than ever. 


Now the only question was who to ask? 


“WHo” turned out to be Preston. Two days later, Curtis 
bumped into the man in the same laundry room where 
Bianca had overheard him talking about how he was 
attracted to Gavin. 


Curtis gulped, and before he could even consider 
changing his mind, strode up to Preston and asked him. 


Preston had jerked slightly, his eyes wide. “What?” 
“T said, why don’t you ever ask Gavin out?” 


“Well.... Well, I say!” Preston’s eyes were wide behind 
his obviously designer glasses. “Why would you even say 


that?” 
“Everyone knows you're attracted to him, Preston.” 
The slim little man visibly gulped. “They do?” 
Curtis nodded. “Hell, yes. I mentioned it to Gav—” 
“Oh God. T-tell me you didn’t...,” Preston sputtered. 
“and he just wondered why you never asked him 
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out 
Preston’s eyes got even wider. “He did?” 
Curtis nodded. It wasn’t exactly the truth. He had 


mentioned it to Gav, but his friend hadn’t done any 
wondering. He’d barely commented. 


“Do you think I should?” 


“Hell yes! I think you should do it right away. Before 
Gav forgets about it. I don’t think he believes you like him.” 


“But I do!” Preston practically squealed. The sound 
almost made Curtis wince. 


“Then ask him,” Curtis said as he finished folding his 
laundry. “But don’t wait too long. Gav is hot. Someone is 
bound to snatch him up if you don’t move fast.” 

Preston nodded. “Yes. Of course. You’re right.” 

Later, as Curtis and Gav shared some wine and Pizza 
Hut, Gav told Curtis the news. “Preston asked me if I 
wanted to go see the symphony with him.” 

“Oh?” Curtis asked, feigning surprise. 

Gavin gave a short nod. “Yeah.” 

“What did you tell him?” 


“I told him I’d love to!” Gav grinned, his whole face 
lighting up. Gavin had the nicest smile. It never failed to 
bring a smile to Curtis in return. “You know how I love the 
Kansas City Symphony! I love them. But with the new 
Kauffman Center there’s just no way I can afford it. Preston 
said he has season tickets. Can you imagine?” 


Curtis shook his head. Not exactly his idea of a night 
on the town, but if it made Gav smile like this, then it was 
worth it. Wasn’t it? 


Curtis gave a stiff nod. Of course it was. 


Gavın was surprised at first when he opened the door and 
found that Preston had brought flowers. Then it hit him. 
Preston was a florist. Okay. Duh. He smiled. 

“Thanks, Preston,” he said, taking the bundle of long 
stalks, each covered with small brushes of purple or white 
flowers. “Gay Feather?” he asked. 


“Actually,” Preston said before anything else, “they’re 
called Liatris punctata. Gay feather is the common name.” 


If Gavin only knew the remark was only a foreshadow 
of things to come, but he was too excited about where they 
were going to pay any mind. He found a vase, missing the 
almost sneer from Preston, and arranging the flowers to his 
satisfaction, placed them in the middle of the small dining- 
room table. 

“You’ve eaten?” Preston asked. 

“You told me to,” was Gavin’s answer. 

“Good. We’ll get there early and have a few cocktails.” 

“Sounds fun.” 

Gavin hadn’t been to the Kauffman Center before and 
was thrilled and wide-eyed as a child. The double-lobed 
building was architecturally spectacular, and reminded him 
of a cross between a giant seashell and the Guggenheim 
Museum. He’d read it not only had the most sophisticated 


acoustics in the world but that it had cost over four 
hundred million to build. And none of that tax dollars. 


The inside was all tiers and balconies, cables and great 
expanses of windows, with a spectacular view of the Kansas 


City skyline. Snow was falling again, but gently this time, 
and they were truly looking out upon a winter wonderland. 


“You should see it in the summer,” Preston said 
casually. He pointed with his cocktail and then moved his 
hand slowly from left to right. “I was here when that whole 
sky was crackling with lightning. Breathtaking.” 


“T’m sure it was,” Gavin said. 


The concert was more than Gavin could have hoped 
for. He felt like he was inside an instrument. In no time 
there were tears of joy running down his face. The strings, 
the brass, the woodwinds, each blending, then soaring into 
a magic beyond his imagination. 

After a solo that had Gavin’s tears flowing again, he 
turned to Preston and said, “I am in love with the French 
horn.” 


“Actually, it’s more properly known as ‘the horn’,” 
Preston returned. “The International Horn Society has been 
trying to get people to use that term since 1971, even 
though almost any wind instrument that has a flared exit is 
often referred to by that word.” 


Gavin looked at Preston, googly-eyed. 

“The instrument is not French, after all, but German in 
origin.” 

“I—I—oh,” was all Gavin managed. 


“I would have hoped you would have known that, being 
such a symphony fan.” 


“I didn’t know,” Gavin said. “I just know that I love....” 


“Shhh,” hushed a well-dressed matronly woman to 
their right. 


“Sorry,” Gavin said. 


After, Gavin was surprised again when, in the elevator 
to their apartment building, Preston made no move to press 


the button for his own floor. Guess he wants to come up. 
Sure enough, Preston walked him to his door. 


“Uh,” Gavin said. “I’ve got a nice cabernet if you want 
to come in for a glass.” 


“Actually, a cabernet is a wine best had with steak,” 
Preston said. “Do you have a port? Or a sauternes? Even a 
muscat?” 

Gavin looked at Preston blankly. “Uh, sorry.” 

Preston sighed. “I guess a cabernet will have to do.” 

Gavin shook his head. Funny, now that Gavin was not 
overwhelmed by the excitement of going to the symphony, 
how Preston seemed different. 


He opened the door to let them in, and the first thing 
both of them saw was Curtis sprawled out on the couch 
softly snoring. 


Preston froze. “What’s he doing here?” he said, 
obviously unhappy. 


“He—he’s watching after Bianca.” 
“Who’s Bianca?” 


“My daughter,” Gavin said in surprise. “You know Bee. 
I was talking about her earlier this evening.” 

“I guess I never made the connection. I think I just 
assumed Bee was a cat or something.” 

“Not a cat,” Gavin said, getting annoyed. “Are you 
coming in?” 

With an “humph,” Preston did indeed come in. 
Meanwhile, Curtis was sitting up, stretching, and nodding. 

“You guys are home already? I thought you might go to 
The Male Box or something.” 

Preston grimaced. “Hardly. Are you really watching his 
daughter? Or do you live here?” 


“Live here?” Curtis asked. 
“Suddenly I’m feeling tricked,” Preston said. 
“Tricked?” 


“Like what you really wanted was for your boyfriend to 
see the symphony....” 


Curtis’s eyes went wide. “Gav is not my boyfriend,” he 
said. “No one tricked you into taking him to the symphony. I 
didn’t even know you had season tickets.” 


“Tricked?” Gavin asked. “What’s going on?” 
“That’s what I want to know,” Preston asked. 
“Maybe I should go,” Curtis said. 


“No need,” Gavin replied, suddenly not wanting his 
best friend to go anywhere. 


“Actually, I think he should go,” Preston said. 


“Actually,” Gavin said. “I think maybe you should go, 
Preston.” 


Preston gave him a look of pure astonishment, and 
then the expression slid into one of pure contempt. “French 
horn, indeed,” Preston sneered, turned heel and left. 


“JEEZ,” Gavin said. “Can you believe that?” 


Well, that didn’t go well, Curtis thought. “Bad date, 
huh?” he asked. 


“Date?” Gavin’s eyes widened. “Shit. Was that a date?” 


“Well, duh,” said Bianca, walking into the room, wiping 
her eyes. 


“I just thought he wanted company for the symphony,” 
Gavin muttered. 


Curtis tried not to groan. At least not out loud. Gav 
hadn’t even realized he’d been on a date? This was not a 
good start in any way. 


“Daddy, you sure can be dense.” Bianca sighed. 

Gavin shook his head. “Oh well. He wasn’t my type 
anyway.” 

Bianca’s eyes narrowed. “Just what is your type, 
Daddy?” 

“I don’t know,” he replied, eyes darting toward Curtis. 


Curtis didn’t miss it. Neither did Bianca, if he read her 
expression right. The two of them sighed in unison. 


“Maybe if I met a man with kids,” Gavin said absently. 
“Kids?” Curtis asked. 


Gavin nodded. “Yeah. A gay man with kids already. 
He’d understand.” 


“Oh,” Bianca said, and a smile snuck slowly onto her 
face. She looked over at Curtis and gave him a wink and a 
nod. “Covered,” she mouthed to him and turned and went 
back to bed. 


Now what did she have up her sleeve? Her Preston 
idea certainly hadn’t worked. 

“Well, did you want a glass of this wine?” Gavin asked. 

“Sure,” Curtis said without thinking. He watched as 
Gavin first found the corkscrew and bottle, and then 
prepared to open it, when he realized what he was doing. 
This should have been Preston’s bottle of wine. I’m taking 
up the time Gav could have used better on a date. 

The thought was followed by another. 

But it was a lousy date. Who’s Gav gonna drink with 
now anyway? He’s already pierced the cork after all. 

So he stayed. Stayed and had a glass too many. And 
once more sat on Gav’s couch and enjoyed his best friend’s 


company. 


THEY met in the elevator. Curtis had obviously been 
running, and Gavin could hardly keep from staring. He’d 
been about to press the button for his floor when a man 
called out to him. “Wait! Can you hold that for me?” 


Instinctively, Gavin had hit the open button and a 
masculine vision slipped through the doors. It was like the 
man just materialized, but of course Gavin knew he’d just 
had his mind elsewhere. Blond, very blond, and if his hair 
wasn’t wet with sweat, Gavin supposed it would be even 
lighter in color. His eyes were a sparkling blue. 


The man nodded, and turned to face the doors. Gavin 
was leaning against the back of the elevator and was thus 
offered a wondrous view of the runner’s rear end. He was 
wearing gray shorts and a light fabric hoody, as the 
weather was just turning, the leaves on the trees changing 
to a beautiful display of orange and red and yellow. Gavin 
liked what he was looking at more. The back of the hoodie 
and shorts were wet with sweat, making them cling to the 
lithe, but muscular body. Gavin thought he was just able to 
make out the ass-framing strap of a jock beneath the shorts 
and it was enough to complete his fantasy idea of the 
perfect man. An athlete. 


There was more though. Gavin could smell him. The 
scent was fresh and clean sweat, and it sent a jolt right to 
his crotch. 

The man glanced over his shoulder and must have 
caught the flare of Gavin’s nostrils because that’s when he 
said: “Sorry. Do I stink?” 

“Hell, no,” Gavin said, uncharacteristically bold. 


The man arched his blond eyebrow. Sexy. 


“You new in the building?” Gavin asked. “I don’t think 
I’ve seen you before.” I would remember you if I had. 


He nodded. “Yeah. I am.” He turned, offered his hand. 
“T’m Curtis.” 


Gavin shifted his grocery bag to the other arm and 
accepted the shake. The hand was warm and strong and 
Slightly rough. “Gavin,” he said. “My friends call me Gav.” 


“Then I hope it’ll be okay if I call you Gav,” he said 
with a dazzling smile. 


Gavin felt his heart jump. Gosh, he was gorgeous. 
There was a ping as the elevator came to a stop and the 
doors opened. They both made to move at the same time, 
then stopped waited, moved again, and started to laugh. 


“You first,” said Curtis. 


Gavin gave a slight bow and did as bid and was 
surprised when Curtis seemed to be following. Shit. Was I 
flirting? Of course I was. I’m a complete ass! 


He stopped at his door and so did Curtis and he was 
about to explain that he had a boyfriend, as awkward and 
stupid as it would sound, when two things happened. First, 
Curtis took a key from his pocket and began to open the 
door across the hall. Gavin felt a wave of embarrassment. 
The man wasn’t cruising him at all. He just lived across 
from him. “What a coincidence,” he said, trying not to 
sound like a total nerd. “I live right here.” He tilted his 
head to the side to indicate his apartment. 

“Cool,” said Curtis. “Maybe we can have a beer 
sometime.” 

The second thing that happened was _ Gavin's 
apartment door opened and his boyfriend leaned against 
the doorframe and crossed his arms. “There you are,” he 
said. “What took so long?” 


Gavin swallowed. “Traffic.” 


His boyfriend nodded and looked at Curtis pointedly. 


“Steve! This is Curtis. Curtis, this is my boyfriend 
Steve.” 


Curtis held out his hand and shook Steve’s. “Nice to 
meet you.” Not a flicker on his face. Not guilt. Not 
disappointment either. “I was just telling Gav here that he 
should come over for a beer sometime. I hope you both 
come. I can introduce you to my girlfriend Caroline.” 


Straight? Gavin felt his stomach crash. Damn. 


But what was he upset about? He had a boyfriend. 
Steve. Right? 


Bianca appeared then, wanting to see what was going 
on. He introduced her as well, and was tickled when the 
man dropped to one knee with a huge grin on his face, 
shook her hand as well, and began to tell her how pretty 
she was. Bee blushed at that and the two of them chatted 
like old friends. 


What a nice guy, Gavin thought. In those few 
moments Curtis had showed Bee more attention and caring 
than Steve had in two months. 


After Curtis disappeared into his own apartment and 
Steve grilled him about the neighbor, he realized he didn’t 
feel any guilt for cruising Curtis. Was that wrong? 
Shouldn’t he? How would he feel if Steve was flirting with 
another man? 


A few days later he and Steve joined Curtis and 
Caroline for wine instead of beers. He’d been curious what 
she would look like. Gorgeous? She should be if she was 
with him. As it turned out, the woman was pretty, sweet, 
nice and yet...boring. Curtis was amazing. Why was he with 
someone so—well—not amazing? Why do you have to be 
straight? Gavin wondered, and as he watched Curtis move, 


listened to him talk, got fluttery when he laughed—he 
realized he was getting a crush. 


Ridiculous. You didn’t develop feelings for someone 
that fast. Especially when you already had a perfectly nice 
boyfriend and the guy you were crushing on was 
heterosexual. Except even then Gavin knew something was 
wrong with Steve. And something was very right with 
Curtis. 


Time went by, and Caroline slipped quietly away—no 
fuss, no muss—and was joined by a parade of other passing 
women. Steve went away as well. Left Gavin for the owner 
of a country and western bar (thank goodness it wasn’t 
Gavin’s favorite bar) and the thing that made it all bearable 
was Curtis. 


Over a few months they became _ friends—good 
friends—and while there was always an undercurrent of 
romantic feeling for Gavin, feelings he knew Curtis could 
not return, he took what he could get. Sometimes a friend— 
a good friend—was the best thing in the world. 


IT was a Sunday and Gavin and Bianca were sledding. He 
hadn’t expected his daughter to choose the park. He 
thought she’d want to see a movie, something new she’d 
been waiting to see. But it didn’t matter. Sledding was what 
she wanted and that was what she was getting. 


Gavin also hadn’t expected Curtis to stay behind. 
Curtis loved the outdoors in a way Gavin never had. Not 
that he hated it or anything, not at all. But he hated the 
cold. He could get the shivers when the temperature 
dropped below sixty degrees. But they bundled up and 
bundled up good. 


Gavin wore a thick T-shirt and hoodie under his winter 
coat, and a knitted wool hat. This with long underwear, 
jeans, and sweatpants over that. Yes, he was protecting 
himself from the cold! He even had the scarf Bee had 
crocheted for him last Christmas. 


He got Bianca bundled up almost as heavily, but she 
put her foot down at one point. “You want to make me like 
Randy in A Christmas Story? So I can’t even put my arms 
down? You could just jump on me and sled me down the 
hill!” 

“Okay, okay!” Gavin said, surrendering, hands held 
high. “But the minute I see you shiver, we’re heading 
home!” 


He was also surprised when she chose a park a few 
miles away instead of the perfectly good one with great 
hills just blocks from their apartment building. 


“I hear this one has a really good hill!” she cried. 


Once more he surrendered, and to be fair, when they 
got there the main hill was a big one. “You sure, Bee? That 
looks pretty scary!” 


“That’s only ‘cause you’re gay, Dad. I’ll sled with you. 
You'll be okay.” 


It was all he could do to contain his laughter. 


Then another surprise. Who should they run into but 
Bobby Brubaker, and as it turned out his little sister and 
father as well. 


“So I finally meet the famous Mr. King,” the man 
bellowed. He was a big man, tall and wide, and maybe 
stocky. It was hard to tell with all the winter clothes. He 
looked like a football player. “Now I can see why Bee is so 
pretty.” 


He was charming to say the least. 


The thing was, Bee didn’t look a thing like him. She 
was her mother’s daughter all the way. That didn’t stop 
Gavin from thanking the man, though. 


“Bobby,” the man said, chocolate-brown eyes blazing, 
perfect smile flashing. “Senior, that is,” and held out his 
hand. 


Gavin took it, felt Bobby squeeze tight. A “man’s 
handshake. He’d have thought Bobby Sr. straight if he 
didn’t already know the man was gay. Gavin couldn’t help 
but feel an attraction to him. Bobby was a jock, and ever 
since high school, Gavin had been attracted to the type. 
Jocks had always fit his fantasy image of a man, and Bobby 
Sr. seemed to be his favorite sweaty, muscular, athletic, 
jock-strapped fantasy. Bobby Sr. was all that and more. The 
“more” being gay. 

The afternoon turned out to be a lot better than Gavin 
thought it would. The temperature was perfect for such an 
outing: cold enough to keep the snow from getting too 
slushy and warm enough so they weren’t (or he wasn’t) 
deathly cold. It also made for excellent sledding. 


In all combinations they flew down the steep slope at 
sometimes exhilarating speeds. First it was he and Bee, of 
course, but then he and Bobby Senior’s daughter (Rosalie, 
who was convinced that her dad went way too fast), then 
Bee and Bobby Jr. and his sister. Finally, at the senior’s 
insistence, it was time for the two dads. Gavin found 
himself in front, Bobby snuggled close behind, arms around 
him, legs intertwined, hard chest against Gavin’s back, and 
close in other places as well. 

“Sweet,” Bobby rumbled softly in his ear. And then 
they were zooming down the hill at what felt like super- 
sonic speed. 

Heart in his throat, Gavin couldn’t help but laugh when 
they got to the bottom, tumbling off the sled, Bobby’s limbs 


and massive body tangled with his. 

Gavin was intrigued with him despite Bobby Sr.’s 
overloud voice, his back-slapping, and the occasional 
tasteless dirty joke. After all, he was that stereotype of the 
star athlete. It was the same quality that had made Curtis 
so attractive to him when they first met. His friend was 
track and field, though, all slim and long-limbed, and Bobby 
Sr. was the big, muscle-bound football player all the way. 

It didn’t hurt that Bobby kept giving him these sexy 
looks that made him feel completely naked. 

It’s too bad I’m not the one-night-stand kind of guy, he 
thought. Christ, it’s been way too long since I’ve been laid. 

At last even Bee was ready to call it quits. They were 
all cold, wet, and tired. 

“Let’s all go back to my place,” Bobby Sr. suggested. 

“Oh, that’s okay,” Gavin said. “We only live a couple 
miles away.” 

“But I’m less than a block,” Bobby Sr. said. “And I’ve 
got hot chocolate. The good stuff. From Starbucks.” 

Gavin wasn’t a big Starbucks fan, but even he had to 
admit they made about the best hot chocolate he’d ever 
tasted. And he was a sucker for hot chocolate. 


“Oh, come on, Daddy,” Bee cried, jumping up and down 
like a kid half her age. 


“Yeah, Mr. King. Come on,” chanted Bobby’s children. 


“Fine. Okay,” he said, laughing. He knew when he was 
defeated. 


CuRTIS was pacing Gavin’s apartment. It was probably 
tacky for him to be there—after all, what if Gav brought 
that kid’s father back—but Curtis had run out and gotten 


the best fixings for hot chocolate; the real stuff and not 
some powdered mix. Wouldn’t that be a good surprise? He 
knew how much Gav hated the cold. And he was a sucker 
for hot chocolate! 


“I’m being a good friend,” he said aloud. 
He began to pace again. 


“Good thing I didn’t start the milk to warming. It would 
have been ruined.” 


He went to the balcony, stepped out, and looked down. 


Like you're going to see anything from up here, came 
his inner voice. 


“I might.” 

What if he sees you standing on his balcony, he warned 
himself. 

“He won't care. I come here all the time.” 

When he’s not here? 


Curtis stepped back from the edge, looked around 
nervously, and then quickly went back inside the 
apartment. 


“I need to go home.” 
Good idea. 


“What’s taking them so damn long? They only went 
sledding, for God’s sake!” 


Maybe they went back to the Brubaker’s place. 


The thought brought Curtis up short. For a second he 
felt like panicking. 


Then, “That would be a good thing, right?” 
It would. Don’t you want him to find someone? 


Of course he did. It’s why he agreed to Bianca’s Plan B 
in the first place. “B” as in “Brubaker.” 


“Bobby’s daddy would be perfect,” Bee had practically 
squealed. “He’s gay. He’s got kids. And he’s hot.” 


“Hot?” Curtis asked. 
“He looks kinda like that Wolverine guy....” 
“Hugh Jackman?” Curtis offered. 


Bee had nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah. Dad loves 
Wolverine. All muscles and hairy. Dad likes hairy men, 
right?” 

Curtis unconsciously touched his chest, all smooth as 
Michelangelo’s David. “I—I don’t know.” 


“Bobby told me they’re going sledding Sunday. I’ll get 
Dad to take me and then they’ll just ‘accidentally’ meet.” 
She grinned mischievously. 


“T thought you hated snow,” Curtis said. 

“T don’t hate it.” 

“I think you do. You and your daddy. It’s cold.” 
“T can take it.” 


Could she? She was far more the fairy princess than a 
tomboy any day. 
“This is for daddy,” she cried. 


And in the end, Curtis had agreed Mr. Brubaker 
sounded perfect for Gavin. 


Just perfect. 


Especially since you aren’t interested in him, came his 
inner voice again. 


“Gav is a man.” 
Of course he is. 


The thought brought Gavin’s image perfectly to mind. 
Him standing there, leaning on one foot the way he did, 
wearing some crazy new sweater or shirt, hair cut short in 


that cute brushy way, those eyes and that deep dimple on 
his left cheek when he smiled.... 


Maybe you should date him. 

“No!” 

There was no inner reply to that. 
“Why couldn’t Gavin be a woman?” 


Why don’t horses fly? Gavin is what he is. He’s a man. 
He wouldn't be Gav if he was a woman. He’d be completely 
different. 


“Td hate that.” 

He tried to imagine Gav as a woman. It just didn’t 
work. He would look weird. Tits instead of that strong 
chest. Wide hips instead of those impossibly narrow ones. 
Smooth face instead of that eternal five o’clock shadow that 
was SO SeXy. 

Too bad you want to be with a woman. 

Was that sarcasm in his inner voice? 


So OFF they went to the Brubaker’s. Bobby Sr. found Bianca 
something to wear so he could throw her wet clothes in the 
dryer, and then with a curl of his finger, indicated Gavin 
should follow him for more of the same. 

Shed of sweaters and coats, Gavin could see he was 
slimmer than Bobby, although the man could certainly not 
be called fat. 


“Boy, you’re smaller than I thought you would be.” 
Bobby Sr. said, looking him up and down. “Here, I know.” 
He pulled a pair of sweat shorts from a drawer and then 
held them up against Gavin’s waist. “There’s a drawstring 
in these, just pull them tight.” 

“Oh—okay.” Gavin swallowed hard. Bobby Sr. was 
wearing nothing but a tank top, a pair of shorts soaked with 


sweat, and socks. The man’s chest was covered in a gentle 
wave of dark, soft-looking hair. Jeez, he was sexy, Gavin 
thought. 


The man got a funny look on his face, and sniffed his 
own armpit. “We—oh, don’t I stink?” He leaned forward, 
way into Gavin’s personal space, and gave another sniff. 
“Both of us. Don’t we reek? I think a hot shower sounds 
good, don’t you?” 


Gavin gulped. This whole thing was starting to make 
him feel funny. “You go ahead, I’ll wait,” he said. 


“Guests first,” Bobby said. “Unless you want me to 
wash your back?” This last with a growl. 


As much as seeing the muscle man naked titillated 
Gavin, he knew where that would lead, and he wasn’t 
interested. Not today, despite the fact that Bobby Sr. was so 
much his type. The kids were in the house. “I should check 
on Bee,” Gavin said. 


“Bee and the kids are playing,” Bobby replied 
confidently. “You hit the shower. Now about that back....” 


“T think I can do it myself,” Gavin said with a wink, and 
headed into the bathroom. 


Bobby gave a massive shrug. “Okay. Just pass your wet 
stuff out so I can put them in the dryer. They shouldn’t take 
too long.” 


Gavin nodded, shut the door most of the way, and 
hiding behind it, shed his wet things and passed them out 
to his host. 


“You don’t need to be shy,” Bobby said. “We’re both 
men. Ain’t nothing we ain’t seen, right?” 


You “ain’t” seen me and you keep pushing things and 
you aren’t ever going to. Instead he said, “The kids, Bobby. 


Bee will wonder if we’re both gone at the same time.” He 
closed the door and climbed into the large shower. 


The water was wonderful. In seconds the shower was 
filled with steam and a pulsing spray bombarded him. He 
loved the massage effect, and the heat drove the chill away. 
He soaped up and decided to wash his hair while he was at 
it. 

So when hands moved across his back it was a 
complete surprise and he let out a cry of alarm. He started 
to open his eyes, felt the sting of the shampoo, and thrust 
his face into the spray—while also trying to get away from 
the roaming hands. When his eyes were clear, he turned, 
and sure enough, it was Bobby Sr. He was gleaming wet 
muscles, and Christ, the man was big everywhere. 


Bobby moved in close. “Sweet,” he said. “Sweeter than 
sweet. I’ve been picturing you naked all day. You’re even 
better than I thought you’d be.” 


“Bobby! What are you doing?” 


“What do you think?” Bobby leered at him and ran his 
hands over Gavin's chest. 


Gavin tried to push him away but the big man scarcely 
moved an inch. “Stop!” Gavin said. 


“Stop means go.” Bobby grinned and grabbed at 
Gavin’s crotch. “Don’t deny it, you’re horny.” 


“Stop means stop!” Gavin pushed with all his might 
this time and Bobby, obviously surprised, staggered 
backward. 


“Then why you gettin’ hard?” Bobby said with a grin. 
“Because my little head has a mind of its own—” 
“Not so little,” Bobby observed. 


“—but it doesn’t do my thinking. Jesus, Bobby, what 
about the kids?” 


“I fucking told you. They’re busy. Besides, mine know 
not to bother me when I got a man back here.” 


“You bring men here? When they’re home?” Gavin was 
stunned. He shook his head and stepped out of the shower. 


“Tricks,” Bobby said. “I just explain that a grown man 
has needs. They don’t know what I’m doing.” 


Gavin scrambled into the shorts Bobby had provided, 
wishing he had his own, wet or not. “Our kids learn from 
our example, Bobby. If Bee knew I was with you the day we 
met, what kind of example would that give her?” 


“For Christ’s sake, you don’t expect her to be a virgin 
on her wedding night, do you?” 


Gavin spun on Bobby. “I expect her to have a little 
discretion. And a little class.” 


“I thought this was the whole point of us getting 
together today,” Bobby said, obviously exasperated. 


““Getting together’? How is bumping into each other in 
the park ‘getting together’?” 

“Bumping?” Bobby gave him a wide-eyed look. “Bee 
said you wanted to meet me. I thought this was a date?” 


“A date!” Gavin cried. Dammit, Bee, what have you 
done? 


“And believe you me, I don’t date. No time. If I get a 
hankering for dick I get on Craigslist or E-MaleConnect and 
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those men want what I’m offerin’. 


“Well, then, I suggest your fire up your computer,” 
Gavin half-snarled, and with that he turned and left the 
room. 


WHEN they got home, Curtis could see Gavin was pissed 
and Bee had been crying. 


“What happened?” Curtis asked. 
“What are you doing here?” Gavin snapped. 


“I was getting everything set up for hot chocolate,” 
Curtis answered. 


“Sure you weren’t checking up on me?” Gavin asked. 
“N-no. I wouldn’t do—” 

“But you would set me up on covert dates?” 

Uh-oh, thought Curtis. 


“I swear!” Gavin said. “What in the world made you 
two decide to set me up on dates behind my back?” 
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“What is wrong with you two?” Gavin cried. 


“Daddy!” Bianca’s tears began to flow again. “You’re 
lonely. I just wanted you to have a boyfriend for Christmas.” 
She began to sob. 


Gavin’s shoulders slumped. “Oh, Bee.” He let out a 
long sigh. “I don’t need a boyfriend.” 


“Yes. You. Dooooooo...,” she wailed. 


Gavin got down on his knees and pulled Bianca into his 
arms. “Baby, you’re all the family I need. 

“An-an-and C-Cur-Curtis?” 

Curtis clenched his jaw and watched as his friend 
looked up at him. They locked eyes and he felt as if the 
floor were dropping out from under him. Those eyes. Those 
beautiful, sapphire-blue eyes. 

“Yes,” Gavin replied. “And Curtis.” 

And Curtis could see it. Love poured from those eyes. 
Had anyone ever looked at him like that? 

Love you too, he thought. 


Without a will of his own, he went to the two of them, 
joined them on his knees. He took them both in his arms, 


pulled them close, felt his friend’s cheek against his own, 
the roughness of Gavin’s stubble. 


This is a bad idea, came his warning inner voice. 

I know, I know. But I can’t stop. 

Then kiss him. 

Can’t. I can’t do that to him. 

You love him. 

I can’t love him like that. It wouldn’t be fair. I want a 
family. 

Then stay away from him. 

Stay away? From Gav? 

Give him a chance. He’s never going to find a man with 
you doing things like you’re doing right now. 

With that, Curtis made a vow to stay away from his 
best friend in the world. 


Except that he had promised to take Gavin shopping for a 
Christmas tree the next night. The local MCC—a church 
that reached out to the GLBT community—had managed to 
snag a large donation of evergreens from a local tree 
farmer and would be selling them as a fundraiser. Gav had 
never had a live tree and had all but begged Curtis to help 
him pick one out. 


What was he to do? 


So the three of them bundled up and drove over to the 
church. Curtis was surprised at both the crowd and how 
many trees were available. Good trees. The farmer had 
provided a really nice stock. It was a perfect Christmas 
picture. Someone had even pulled some speakers out 
through a side door of the church building and carols 


lightly filled the air. There was even a soft snow beginning 
to fall. 


Gavin seemed to be more excited than Bee, who was 
dashing about, weaving in and out of the makeshift forest. 


“How tall do you want it?” Curtis asked. Their 
apartment building was around a hundred years old, built 
in a day when windows were large and ceilings were high. 


“Tall!” squealed Bianca, zooming around one tree and 
figure-eighting around two more. “Gigantic! Humongous!” 


And he had thought Bee was mature for her age? 


Gavin was laughing, and as if reading Curtis’s mind, 
turned to him and said, “It’s Christmas!” 


“How can I help you?” said a young man, stepping 
from the trees, his eyes sparkling and his grin wide. 


“We’re trying to decide how big a tree we want,” Gavin 
said. 


“Well,” the young man said, his grin turning devilish, 
“size does matter!” 


Size matters? Curtis eyed the youth, all smiles and 
perfect teeth and huge brown eyes. Was he flirting with 
Gav? 


“I think about seven?” Gavin said. 
“Perfect,” their helper all but growled. 
“No, Daddy! Bigger! Bigger!” 


“Honey,” Gav replied. “We don’t have enough 
decorations.” 

“You can use mine,” Curtis said without thinking. Shit. 
How is this stepping back from Gav? 

The young man’s smile vanished. “Oh. How long have 
you two been seeing each other?” The disappointment was 
clear on his face. 


“Oh, we’re just friends,” Gavin said with a wave of his 
hand. 


Just friends? Now why did that sting? Because we're 
best friends, Curtis told himself. We’re not “just” friends. 


The young man’s smile had blazed back at Gavin’s 
words, though. “Oh good,” he said. “Now let’s find you a 
tree!” 


In no time they found a perfect tree, the seven feet Gav 
wanted, if not Bee. The whole time the boy—whose name 
turned out to be “Blue” (and what the hell kind of name 
was that?)—buzzed about, joking and flirting. 


It was enough to make Curtis want to puke. 


Until he saw the shy blush on Gav’s face. Shit. He likes 
the kid! One look at Bee showed that she’d noticed as well, 
and she was beaming happily. She gave Curtis a big, 
exaggerated wink. 


“You know, I get off in fifteen minutes. Any chance 
you’d want to get a coffee or a beer or something?” the kid 
(Blue!) asked hopefully. 


Are you even old enough to get a beer? Curtis almost 
snapped, but then, seeing that look on Gav’s face, he reeled 
it in. “Yeah, Gav,” he said instead. “Why don’t you? You 
need the break. Bee and I can take the tree back.” 


“But...” 


“No arguments,” Curtis said, and with a mighty heave, 
got the tree on his shoulders. “You two have fun; we’ll see 
you later.” Trying not to stagger under the weight, he 
turned to Bianca. “Come on, Bee. Let’s get this home.” 


“I DON’T intend to stay in Christmas trees,” Blue was saying 
in response to Gavin’s question about what he did for a 
living. “I mean, in another week that’ll be over anyway 
unless I work on a Christmas tree farm, which could be 
cool since I like living things, you know? I love life. Life is 
so cool. It’s like, living, right? I don’t think I want to work 
on a Christmas tree farm because then you have to chop 
them down and that would just bug me. I think I’d like to 
work as a landscaper or something like that—I do my 
mom’s garden, you know? Best garden on the block and 
everyone says so.” 


Blue took a drink of his beer (which Gavin had wound 
up paying for, even though the kid had asked him out for a 
drink) and then gave a toss of his hair—which, once the 
boy-man had taken off his big knit cap, had turned out to be 
quite long and a surprisingly white blond Gavin was sure 
rarely appeared on its own in nature. 


“You lookin’ at my hair? You are, aren’t you?” Blue’s 
smile grew a hundredfold. “You like it?” he asked, running 
his fingers through the long tresses. 


“Ah, sure,” Gavin replied, not knowing what else to say. 


“It’s a lot of work to keep it like this, and I’ll admit this 
to you and no one else, but this isn’t my natural color—” 


Oh, really? 


“—although I make sure it Jooks natural. I bleach it, 
you know, all the time so the roots don’t give me away and 
that means I have to condition the shit out of it so it doesn’t 
get all dry. And I bleach it all if you know what I mean.” He 
pointed downward. “Because when you get a guy home, 
and you strip and your pubies are black and your topside is 
blond, then he’s gonna know it ain’t real. But damn, you 
gotta be careful you don’t hurt your junk! Also, I’m smart, I 
bleach here too.” Blue pointed at his pits while taking a 
long gasping breath. “They never know, you know? People 


—men—they think this is all real ’cause I do it the right 
way, and guys like blonds, even gay guys, and some think it 
makes me pretty as a girl and while I’m no girl I like that 
they think I’m pretty—” 


Cut my head off, Gavin thought to himself. He won’t 
shut up! Why oh why did Curtis leave me with this boy— 
and then Gavin froze. 


Oh God! He’s setting me up again. Why can’t he stop? I 
know he can’t love me the way I love him but does he have 
to push me at other men? 


“which was fun although the graphics weren’t as 
good as Mass Effect III—but of course the problem there 
was that after almost three years of waiting we didn’t get 
the ending BioWare promised and it pissed a lot of people 
off, I tell you—even though I thought there was just too 
much to finish in one game anyway, you know, like politics, 
and all kinds of morality issues, like population control 
through genetics with an engineered virus, and then there 
were all kinds of story concepts, even romance, I mean you 
could have all kinds of characters, even a gay character, and 
there was even a gay sex scene if you wanted although they 
wore underwear and I 
thoughtthatwasstupidbutatleastyoucouldhavegaysexand—” 


“You two want another round?” asked the bartender, 
breaking Blue’s soliloquy. 


“No, I don’t think so,” Gavin said quickly, before Blue 
could answer. 


Disappointment filled Blue’s face. Then another smile 
took over. “You wanna go to my place? You could check out 
my pubies!” 

“Work tomorrow!” Gavin said. “Early.” 

Blue’s smile collapsed again. “Another time then?” 
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“Sure,” Gavin said, scrambling off the barstool and 
walking backward. 


“Great! I hardly ever meet anyone I can really talk to, 
you know what I mean?” 


“I do!” Gavin replied, and then turning, fled the bar. 


WatTcHING Bee work on the tree was fun, and Curtis 
couldn’t help but be filled with the Christmas spirit. Bianca 
was excited, that was for sure. Between decorating the 
tree, which of course he had not been able to put the 
kibosh on, and her daddy’s date with Blue, she could not 
calm down. 


“Do you think maybe next year Blue will be helping us 
do this?” Bianca squealed. “Just think! A guy that cute 
being my other daddy!” 


Daddy! That kid being Bianca’s daddy? And that name! 
Blue! What a stupid name. How does he have any self- 
respect? Blue! Who ever heard of such a name? Except 
maybe in that song about me and you and a dog named 
Blue. No. That was Boo. But wasn’t there a kid’s book about 
a big blue dog? Or was that a big red dog? 


“Don’t you think Blue is the coolest?” Bee squealed, 
and did a little twirl. “That boy has all the swag.” 


“All the what?” Curtis asked. 


“Swag.” She rolled her eyes. “Cool. He’s cool, Curtis. 
Do you think they went to Blue’s place?” She raised her 
eyebrows up and down suggestively. 


“No!” Curtis barked. Gav couldn’t have. Not on a first 
date. 


Why not? You have. 


“So what? This is Gavin.” 

“What?” asked Bianca. 

“Nothing.” Curtis grumbled. 

God, could he? Could Gav be with Blue right now? 
Kissing? Making love? God, what if he let that little freak 
TIE ed 

The front door banged open and Curtis all but pissed 


himself, he was so startled. He spun around, and there 
stood his best friend. 


Gavin stood still, arms crossed, eyes narrowed. 
“Enough! Do. You. Hear. Me? Enough with the dates. I 
thought I was going to have to immolate myself to get away 
from that kid.” 

The date went bad. Despite himself, Curtis felt a little 
thrill rush through him. 

You’re an ass. You want your friend to be happy. You 
don’t want him to be alone. You want him to find a 
boyfriend. Now you're happy his date didn’t work out. 

“N-no,” he said aloud. 

“What?” Gavin asked. 

“Nothing,” Curtis replied. “Never mind.” 

“TIl never mind when you two stop conspiring to get 
me on dates. I’ll find somebody one day.” Gavin took two 
steps so that his chest was practically touching Curtis’s. 
“Promise me you'll stop setting me up.” 

“I didn’t,” Curtis protested. 

“You might as well have. Now promise.” He whirled on 
his daughter. “Both of you.” 

Bianca scowled. 

“Promise, Bee.” 

“Okay,” she said, voice filled with reluctance. 


Gavin turned back to Curtis and, now closer than ever, 
repeated his command. “Promise, Curtis. No. More. Dates.” 


“O-okay,” Curtis said, looking down into those eyes, 
those blue eyes. It was hard to breathe. Like he was 
standing on a precipice and he could fall right into them. 
For a moment he thought they were going to kiss. He 
actually almost leaned down into it. He felt his cock stir... 


... and stepped back. 

Oh. My. God! 

Told you that you loved him. 
No! No, I don’t. I can’t do gay. 


You act like it’s the worst thing in the world. You don’t 
mind the fact that Gav is gay. Most of your friends are gay. 
You live in a gay building. Why do you even live here? You 
make enough money you could own a house. Move. 


But then Gav wouldn’t be right across the hall 
anymore. 


That’s a good thing. 
Is it? 
Look, you got to make up your mind. 


Fither stop denying what you feel for Gav and go for 
it... 


...or get away and find that woman you keep talking 
about. 


I want a family. I want a kid. Two men can’t have a kid. 
And even in that moment he flashed on Bee. 
Make up your mind. 


He looked into Gav’s eyes. Saw the love he was 
offering. 


But if I try and it doesn’t work—and it won’t—then I 
will ruin the best friendship I’ve ever had. I don’t even like 


sex. Why would I do that to Gavin? He deserves someone 
who'll share passion with him! 


Then step away. 


And once more Curtis vowed to give his friend some 
room. To, at least to an extent, back off. 


And maybe find someone for himself as well? A 
woman? Because it took a woman to have a child. Two men 
could fuck forever and there would be no babies to be had. 


Yes. Stay away. I'll stay away. 


Except the next week was his company holiday party, 
and he’d already promised to take Gavin. 


He couldn’t very well back out on that, could he? 


Gavin started to feel bad about the way he’d talked to Bee 
after he sent her off to bed. She really was only trying to 
help him. 

Talk to her. 

He went down the short hall and peeked in her room. 
Bee was sitting on the edge of her bed, her picture of her 
mother in her hand, lips moving silently. Talking to her? 

He stood for a moment, not sure what to do, afraid to 
even move. Was he invading her privacy? 

Bee looked up. “Daddy,” she said quietly. 

“Sorry, baby.” 

“It’s okay,” she replied. 

“May I come in?” he asked. 

“Course, Daddy!” 

Gavin crossed the room and sat down next to his 
daughter and brushed at her long dark hair with his 


fingertips. “What are you doing, sweetie?” 

She looked up at him, those eyes of hers big and 
brown. “Talking to Mommy.” 

He swallowed hard. Talking to her mommy? “Do you 
do that often?” 

She shook her head. “Just now and then.” 

Gavin cleared his throat. This wasn’t anything he had 
been prepared for. His stomach suddenly felt wobbly. Could 
she even remember Patty? 

“Daddy? Did you love Mommy?” Her eyes grew wet. 

“Oh, baby! Of course I did!” Gavin put his arm around 
her shoulders. Kissed the top of her head. “With all my 
heart.” 

“B-but you like boys.” 

“Which should tell you how much I loved her, right?” 
He kissed her head again, breathed in the sweet smell of 
her hair. 

Bianca snuggled up to him. Neither said a thing for a 
long time, and then: “I don’t remember her, Daddy. Not at 
all.” 

Gavin froze. “Oh, Bee. She remembers you.” He 
hugged her tighter. Would she cry now? 

Bianca gave a single little nod. “I-I think she thinks 
it’s okay for you to get a boyfriend now. She doesn’t want 
you to be lonely. I think.” 

Oh God, he thought. 

“I asked her if she was waiting for you in heaven.” 
She sighed and looked up at him again. “I think she is. And 
one day we will all be together again. Even if you have a 
boyfriend. And Curtis too.” 

Curtis? he thought. That would be nice. To be with 
Curtis forever. 


“Yup,” she declared. “You and me and Mommy and 
Curtis.” A happy smile spread across her face. 


And my boyfriend? he wondered. “Bee?” 
“Yes, Daddy?” 
“Is it okay with you that I’m... that I’m gay?” 


She smirked and rolled her eyes. “Of course!” She 
laughed. 


“You don’t mind that I like boys?” The idea had 
worried him for a long time. 


“Is it okay that I like them too?” she asked, voice full 
of concern. 

“Of course!” he cried. She giggled. “Then we’re both 
okay.” And with that she hugged him again. 


IT HAD been nearly a week since Curtis had seen Gavin last, 
and to tell the truth it had nearly killed him. He hadn’t 
quite realized just how much time he spent with his buddy 
until he wasn’t. They did everything together. From grocery 
shopping to movies. Having cocktails to trying out the 
newest local restaurant. They got tested together— 
pretending to be lovers so they could be in the same room 
when they got their results. They went fishing, bowling, on 
picnics. They’d shopped for new cars for the both of them. 
Of course, Gavin’s was a new used car and Curtis had 
gotten a brand new one. Curtis had felt a little funny about 
that, but he made a lot more money than Gavin and had no 
extra mouth to feed. In the end, Gavin had convinced him 
to buy the new model. “Why buy someone else’s problem 
when you don’t have to?” Gavin had asked. 

In that week a lot of things became clear to Curtis. 
He’d come to see how Gavin was always taking care of him, 
whether it was running out to buy Nyquil and make 


homemade chicken soup when Curtis got sick last winter, 
or sewing buttons on his shirt. 

They were practically married! 

All the more reason to make a semi-break from Gav. He 
had to give his friend room. Room to live. Room to find a 
lover. Once that happened, and once Curtis had given them 
a chance to establish a relationship, maybe then he could 
start hanging out with Gavin again. 

“Do you think Gabe will be there?” Gavin asked. 

“Gabe?” Gabriel? The office bigwig? 

“The one who looks like Superman.” 

“Like Christopher Reeves?” 

Gavin shook his head. “No....” 

“Like George Reeves?” 

Gavin laughed. “No!” he said with a roll of his eyes. 

“Tom Welling?” 

“Like Superman!” Gavin cried and started to giggle. 
“Big chest, blue eyes...” 

Gabriel had a big chest? Curtis wondered. He hadn’t 
noticed. Liar. “Gabriel doesn’t have blue hair. Doesn’t 
Superman have blue hair?” he asked, and Gavin laughed all 
the more. 

“You're being silly.” 

Curtis smiled back despite the weird feeling in his 
tummy. “Yeah, I’m sure Gabriel will be there.” And of 
course he knew Gabriel was a big man. Everyone knew it. 
There wasn’t a woman in the office who wasn’t all gaga for 
him. And the man was as gay as Gavin. 

“He seemed to be flirting with me at your company 
picnic. Is he still single?” 

“I think so,” Curtis said, then gritted his teeth. God. 
Gabriel. Of course. Gabriel liked Gavin, had even asked 
about him a couple of times. Gabriel was perfect husband 


material. He was nice, good-looking, had money, was the 
golden boy of the man who owned the company. He even 
lived on the top floor of their apartment building. Why 
hadn’t he thought of Gabriel when Bee cooked up this 
whole dating scheme in the first place? 


Why? 
Because you didn’t want to take a chance you'd lose 
Gav. If the two of them got together, Curtis might lose his 


best friend. With a husband, Gav wouldn’t have much time 
for Curtis 


Hell. He had even let Gabriel come to the false 
conclusion that he and Gavin were lovers! 


Yes. This was a good thing. 


Hell. Curtis really might find a woman himself then, 
although he felt no huge compunction to do so. But 
companionship would be nice. A special mate. And with 
that, finally, a child. 


Bee flashed to his mind again. 
No. Not my child. She’s Gav’s kid. 


He glanced over at Gavin sitting next to him in the car. 
Gav was smiling, animated, talking about how he’d asked 
for the next day off and how he therefore had a stretch of 
five free days ahead of him. Where he didn’t have to see “so 
much as a brick of RMMS.” He’d practically thrown himself 
into Curtis’s arms when Curtis came to get him. 


“Damn, it’s been forever. I hate your work for keeping 
you away.” 


Of course it hadn’t been work. 


Curtis felt his heart race when Gavin held him. It felt 
good, the hard, muscled body against his. Women didn’t 
feel like that. 


Christ! What was going on with him? 


Single too long, he supposed. Didn’t friendships always 
get stronger when the friends in question were single? 


Things will be normal when we both find someone 
special. I just need to find a woman like Gavin. 


Except there were no women like Gav. Gavin was 
unique and perfect just the way he was. 


You could just be with Gavin. 
God, don’t go there again. It wouldn’t be fair. 
To whom? 


To Gavin. It wouldn’t be fair to Gavin. He needs 
someone who can love him. 


You love him. 

He needs someone who could love him in the bedroom 
and not just out of it. Someone who would make love to 
him. 

You could make love to him. 

I’m notin love with Gavin. 

Yes you are, and you know it. 

The thought made Curtis gasp. 

Gavin stopped talking midstory. “You okay?” 

Curtis nodded, unable to speak. 

Gavin looked at him with a curious expression, then 
finally resumed his story. 

I’m not in love with Gavin. Love him. A lot. Like a 
brother. 

More than a brother. 

Curtis almost gasped again. 


You need to just take him as your lover. He suits your 
every need. He loves you more than life. Where on earth 
are you going to find a love like this? 


I’m not gay.... 


Then why are you always staring into his eyes? Why 
always checking out his ass? 

I don't. 

Just try it! Fuck him. How could you not want to fuck 
his sweet perfect round little bottom? 

No! Not fair to Gavin. He needs someone who will love 
making love to him. 

You’ve never liked sex all that much, anyway. Why not 
not-like making love to Gav? 

It wasn’t that he didn’t like sex; it was just that it had 
always been a little disappointing. He’d thought it would be 
fireworks and crashing waves and volcanoes, like in the 
movies. Maybe that was his problem. He thought life would 
be like a movie. 

Your bedmates have never complained. Why not have 
sex with someone you love? 

Not fair to Gavin. 

A horn blasted from behind them and Curtis nearly 
screamed. 

“It’s a green light,” Gavin said, giving Curtis a funny 
look. 

“Uh.... Oh!” Curtis tried to laugh. “Sure!” He pressed 
on the gas just as the light changed. Another angry blast 
came from the car now stuck at the light. 

“You sure you’re okay?” Gavin asked him. 


“Tm fine. Fine.” Curtis grinned a fake smile and hoped 
it looked real. “Let’s just get to the party.” 


GAVIN was having a good time. Funny that he’d asked about 
Gabe, and no sooner had he and Curtis gotten to the party 
when the gorgeous and terribly charming man had 


approached Gavin and taken him under his wing. Gabe 
showed him the food and drinks, made him a cocktail, and 
then began to give him the dollar tour. Gavin didn’t bother 
to tell Gabe he’d had it before. What was the point? The 
company was nice. Gabe was touching him too, but 
somehow—with this man—it was okay. Gabe didn’t touch 
inappropriately, just an elbow, the small of his back. It was 
nice. 


And Gavin liked that Gabe didn’t seem to care who was 
watching. Who wanted to date a closet case? When Patty 
died, Gavin knew there was no way he could ever be with a 
woman again. He had loved her. She was his childhood 
friend, his best friend. He’d loved her with all his heart and 
always would. Living in a small town as they did, he did 
what he felt at the time was the only thing he could do 
when he got her pregnant. Married her. In retrospect, he 
wondered if they might have had all different kinds of 
options. 


But once he moved to the city, Gavin didn’t just come 
out, he was practically ejected. He made sure everyone at 
work knew from the first day—and not in an obnoxious way, 
just an honest one. He moved into the Oscar Wilde because 
so many of its residents were gay. He was going to live a 
gay life and find what he’d always been looking for. 


So what had he done? He’d fallen in love with a 
straight man. Or at least a man who claimed he was 
straight. So many times, especially in recent months, he 
really wondered if Curtis was as heterosexual as he said. 
He would notice Curtis looking at him in ways women 
looked at him, like gay men looked at him, and never a 
straight man. But if Curtis was gay, why couldn’t he admit 
it? It wasn’t a religious thing, like with some gay men, 
afraid he might go to hell. It wasn’t disapproving parents 
who might withhold their love. Curtis was an orphan who 
had, sadly, never formed a lasting, loving relationship with 


any of his foster parents. Curtis wasn’t prejudiced. Most of 
his friends were gay. Hell, he and Curtis were best friends. 


So what was it? 
It was maddening, is what it was. 


He was completely and totally in love with Curtis, and 
he was sure the man knew. But Curtis had made not one 
move to accept that love, to take it. Hell. Could he be gay, 
but not feel the same? That would be worse. 


And a real problem, one that Gavin really needed to do 
something about, was that super-crush was preventing him 
from finding a nice man who could truly love him. 


So it was nice to have Gabe paying attention to him, 
really paying attention, and not because it had been 
planned behind Gavin’s back. Or because he’d been pushed 
into some kind of liaison. Or because the man in question 
was just wanting to get laid. 


Did that mean Gabe didn’t want to get laid? 
No, not at all. 


But Gabe was being a gentleman. Gabe seemed 
genuinely interested in him. While he wasn’t Curtis, he was 
very handsome, and from what Curtis said, a truly nice 
man. And as far as Gavin knew, Curtis had in no way 
engineered anything. 


As if to confirm the thought, Gabe said, “I asked Curtis 
about you after the company picnic. I have to tell you I was 
pretty shocked to find out you two weren’t a couple. From 
the way Curtis talked about you, I had just assumed you 
were together.” 


Gavin gave an embarrassed laugh. “People think that 
all the time.” 

“We all did,” Gabe said with a wave at the open room 
and the offices in general. “I mean he’s got a picture of you 
two and a little girl on his desk.” 


“That’s my daughter Bianca. And Curtis isn’t even 
gay.” Gavin bit his lip. 

“Yeah, right,” Gabe said with a chuckle. “And neither 
am I.” 

“No, really,” Gavin said. “He’s straight.” 

“Then my gaydar is shot to shit.” 

Gavin looked around the room and spotted Curtis with 
a group of his coworkers. Their eyes met—that simple look 
made Gavin’s heart jump—and then Curtis looked away 
quickly. Why can’t you be gay? 

“You sure nothing’s going on between you two?” 

“Nada,” Gavin said sadly. 

“Uh-oh....” 

Gavin looked up into Gabe’s light blue eyes. “What?” 

“There might not be anything going on, but you wish 
there were.” 

Gavin shrugged. “I did. Guess I had a big crush on him, 
but”—he’s made it clear he doesn’t want me that way 
—“we’re just friends.” 

“So, uh, then you’re available?” 

Gavin gave him a half smile. “I’m single.” 

“So if I asked you out for dinner you would say....” 

“Sure,” Gavin said. “Why not?” 

“It’s not like you live very far away,” Gabe said. “We 
live in the same building.” 

Gavin laughed. “I know. Isn’t that crazy? I never see 
you.” 

“I work too much,” Gabe said. “Maybe you'd be a good 
reason for me to stay home a little more.” 

Gavin blushed. The compliment felt nice. 

“And what if I skipped the whole first date thing and 
kissed you right here?” 

“Now?” Gavin asked in surprise. 


“Well, we are standing under the mistletoe.” 

Gavin looked up, and sure enough, there was a plastic 
ball of mistletoe hanging from a bright-red ribbon from the 
ceiling. So that’s why I’ve seen people kissing. He looked 
back at Gabe, who had a very sexy look on his face, and 
blushed. He glanced over at Curtis who was looking this 
way, but turned away immediately. Shit. Gavin looked up at 
Gabe. So handsome. And he wants to kiss me. Why not? 
How long had it been since he’d been kissed? “Sure,” he 
whispered. 


Gabe reached out and took him by the shoulders, 
pulled him in ever so slightly, and then bent down and 
pressed his lips against Gavin’s. A nice, polite little kiss, 
somewhere between a peck and tongue. Nice. 

He supposed. 

“Hell no!” 

Gavin spun to see Curtis advancing on them. 

“Jeez, Gabriel! You can’t even wait to get him out of 
here?” Curtis turned his gaze on Gavin, who took a step 
back in amazement. “This is my office, Gav! Can’t you have 
a little... a little... decorum?” 

Gavin all but gasped. Why was Curtis acting like this? 
“It was just a little ki....” 

Gabriel stepped between them. “Curtis! Man. Calm 
down. It was the mistletoe is all.” 


“The what?” Curtis snapped. 
Gabe pointed upward. “Mistletoe.” 


Curtis looked up, opened his mouth, and then shut it 
with a snap. He looked back at the two of them. “Oh.” At 
least he had the grace to look self-conscious. 


Gavin stepped around Gabe, drew close to Curtis, and 
said in a quiet voice, “I just wanted a kiss, Curtis. Do you 


know how long it’s been since a man kissed me?” 


Suddenly the look of embarrassment changed to... 
what? Anger? “You need kissed?” Curtis all but shouted. 
There was a sudden hush in the room. “You mean Preston 
didn’t kiss you? Or manly man Bobby Brubaker? Not even 
boy Blue? Well, fine! I do everything else. Why not kiss 
you?” 

Then, as Gabe had done, he took Gavin by the 
shoulders (but much more roughly) and quickly (so fast!) 
dipped his head and kissed him. 

Like Gabe’s, it was no peck either. It was strong, 
Curtis’s lips pressed against his, a slight part, and then— 
God!—a touch of tongue and Gavin’s world turned upside 
down. 

Just as suddenly, and with a mighty gasp, Gavin was 
pushed back, nearly sent falling to the floor. 

Curtis looked mortified. “Oh! Oh God. Oh, Gav.” 
Curtis’s eyes were wide with surprise. “I-I... I’m so sorry!” 
He looked wildly around him and dozens of pairs of 
shocked eyes stared back. “Gav! I am so, so sorry!” 

With that he spun and ran from the room. 

“Holy shit,” said Gabe. “And you say he’s straight?” 

Gavin couldn’t answer. He couldn’t breathe. The room 
was spinning. 

Curtis had kissed him! Curtis had finally, finally kissed 
him. 

“Well, buddy,” Gabe said. “You aren’t just going to 
stand there are you?” 

“W-what?” Gavin asked, turned to Gabe, all but 
trembling. 

“As much as I hate to say this, go get him!” 

“T... L...” He didn’t know what to say. He looked back 
in the direction Curtis had run, and then back to Gabe. 


Charming Gabe, who had been so nice. Charming Gabe, 
who was not Curtis. “I’m sorry.” 

Gabe shook his head and smiled. “Go get him.” 

Gavin nodded and then ran after his friend. 


Curtis had started the car and was halfway across the 
parking lot when he realized he’d left Gavin without a ride. 

Good. Now he’ll have to stay with Gabriel. That’s a 
good thing. Right? 

Sure. Sure it is. It’s a good thing that you made an 
idiot of yourself have probably now sent Gav away for 
good, and launched him into a relationship with your 
coworker! 

What have I done? 

You kissed him, my man. You finally kissed him. 

And the kiss had turned his universe inside out. 

It was exactly what he’d always heard a kiss was 
supposed to be like. 

No. More than. 

When he was kissing Gav, it was like gravity had 
ceased to exist. Like he’d been floating. Like there was 
electricity crawling all over his body. He still had goose 
bumps! He had the shivers. 

My God! What’s happening to me? 

You're in love. 

Curtis gasped and almost plowed into a car at the edge 
of the parking lot. 

I’m not gay. Tears sprang to his eyes. Am I? 

You’re sure gay for Gavin. 

There was a tap on the window and Curtis let out a 
shout of surprise. He looked out the window. It was Gav. 


For a moment he was completely frozen, unable to 
move or say so much as a word. Unable to even think. 

Gavin stooped and drew close to the window. “Curtis?” 

Somehow Curtis found the button to unroll the window, 
although he still couldn’t talk. Cool, blustery air rushed in. 

“You okay?” Gavin asked, voice filled with concern. 

Curtis shot his head forward, reached out and grabbed 
Gavin, and kissed him. 

Once more the universe seemed to go crazy. Up was 
down and left was right. He moaned into Gavin’s mouth. 
Gavin’s cherished, wonderful mouth. He opened his own 
and licked across Gav’s lips, asking for admittance. 

Gav let him in. 

Fireworks. Crashing waves. Volcanoes. 

He pulled back and looked into eyes filled with wonder 
and shock and, yes, love. “Get in,” he managed. 


A moment later Gav was in the car and they were 
speeding home. It was a wonder they didn’t get a ticket. 

He parked in the apartment building lot, got out of the 
car, and reached out for his best friend. Gavin hesitated for 
only an instant, and then took it. Curtis pulled him toward 
their building, into and across the lobby, and to the brass 
elevator doors. He barely noticed the lesbian with the blue 
spiky hair. 

“Well, it’s about damned time,” she muttered as the 
elevator doors opened and Curtis and Gavin almost fell 
inside. 

Curtis stabbed blindly at the right button, knowing it 
after hitting it a million times, just as the doors closed and 
the elevator rose. He looked down into Gav’s questioning 
face, but how did he respond? 

He had no idea what to say. 

Was this a mistake? 


There was only one thing for them to do now. 

Would he even be able to do it? Would he be able to 
perform? Would this destroy the best friendship he’d ever 
had? 


The doors opened and a glance showed they were on 
the right floor. He gently pulled Gav into the hall. “My 
apartment or yours?” he whispered. 


Gav’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “Bee is staying the night 
with Cody and Harry tonight.” The gay couple two floors 
up. “She won’t be back until tomorrow morning, but she 
won’t know where I am if... if... I mean....” 


A smile spread across Curtis’s face as Bianca suddenly 
filled his mind’s eye. Darling Bee. How he loved her. 


She’s your family. 

“What?” asked Gavin. 

“Nothing. Later.” 

“We are spending the night together?” 


Were they? Of course they were. If this was good or 
bad, he wouldn’t leave Gav to sleep in an empty bed. Not 
tonight. And if they went to Gav’s bed and it was bad, Gav 
could always ask him to leave. A lot less awkward than Gav 
having to leave.... 


It wasn’t bad. 


THEY lay in the bed, limbs tangled, covered in a fine sheen 
of perspiration, the air scented with their sex. Curtis was 
sitting up slightly so he could look down at the marvel that 
was Gavin. He pillowed his lover’s (and wasn’t that an 
amazing thought?) head on his upper right arm, while his 
left rested on Gav’s tummy, his hand on Gav’s chest, his 


finger lightly petting the tiny triangle of hair between his 
strong pecs. 


My God! He’s so beautiful! How did I not know? 
“What are you thinking about?” Gavin asked. 
“T was thinking about how much I love you.” 


The smile on Gav’s face was beatific. “I love you so 
much, Curtis.” He reached up and touched Curtis’s cheek, 
then ran a finger along his lips. 


“I was so afraid that after we were... done. That you’d 
run out of here.” 


Curtis shook his head and kissed Gavin’s fingertip and 
then took his hand in his own. He looked at their hands, 
their fingers entwined, felt his breath catch. He couldn’t 
tell where Gav ended and he began. God, what had Gav 
said? 

That’s how I knew I was gay. 


He smiled. And then found himself kissing Gav once 
more. 


They’d stepped into the apartment, and Curtis’s heart 
was pounding so hard he was sure Gav could hear it. They 
stood separately for a long moment, only their two hands 
touching. 


Finally Gavin said the words. The foolish words. “Last 
chance.” 

“For what?” Curtis asked. 

“To back out of this.” 


Curtis gave a half laugh. “Not backing out now,” he 
replied. “Take me to your room.” 


He watched that Adam’s apple bob again. Gav stared 
up at him with those big blue eyes and again, Curtis 
thought he might fall into them. I don’t know what to do. 
I’ve never done this. What do I do? 


Curtis, making love is the same. It’s all the same. 
No. Not with Gav. 


“All right,” Gavin finally said, and led him down the 
hall. They stepped into the bedroom and Curtis looked at 
that wide expanse where he was about to lie with his best 
friend, and take a step he could never take back. 


Do you want to? Take it back? 
No. No I don't. 


Gavin let go of his hand long enough to light a large 
candle and two smaller but complementary ones. Then he 
was back, standing before Curtis, his shadowed eyes just as 
lovely as ever. 


“I’m scared, Curtis,” he said, so quietly the words were 
barely audible. 


“Me too,” Curtis whispered. 


He kissed him. Lightly at first, so very, very lightly. Not 
the big, pushy kiss at the office or the near attack in the 
car, but the sweetest, most gentle kiss he’d ever given. 


It was heaven. 
Heaven already, in just that simple kiss. 


Slowly, they did what couples have done for 
generations without number. They kissed. They slowly 
removed clothes. Touched bare flesh as they made 
themselves known to the other. 


Gavin’s body was a marvel. When the sweater was 
pulled over his head, the tufts of hair of his pits exposed 
(not a woman’s body), the hard, smooth planes of his chest 
displayed (most definitely not a woman’s body!), Curtis 
could only gasp. So elegant! Divine. A woman’s breasts had 
never held such allure for him. He’d never cared one way 
or another about them, except perhaps in some artistic way. 
Line and form. Gavin’s chest, tight and well-built without 


being overly developed, was the most sublime thing Curtis 
had ever seen. Over and over again he gasped at each new 
sight, each portion of Gavin revealed to his eyes. 


How had he not known? 
You knew. 


Something stirred inside Curtis and yes, he had always 
known. He’d just blinded himself to this poetry, this 
perfection. 


He wanted a child so badly he’d been unable to see 
what was there for the taking. 


He touched every inch of his friend, his best friend, his 
Gavin, his lover. 


The cries of delight Gavin uttered made him see that 
his friend was just as excited, just as happy to be with him. 
As they slowly undid their pants, Curtis’s heart was 
pounding. This was the big moment. He could see even 
through Gav’s slacks that his friend was hard and certainly 
not small. What would happen if Gavin’s penis repelled 
him? But when those pants fell, pooling at their feet, and he 
saw the great swelling beneath the blazing white 
underwear, he saw that was a needless worry. His own 
cock, which had been astonishingly and marvelously rigid, 
lurched to a hardness he’d never known. Tentatively he 
reached out to Gavin, ran his fingers across the hard 
column covered by that straining underwear, and gasped 
again. God! So sexy! He took the waistband, pulled it away 
and down, and Gav’s cock leapt up, a great and gorgeous 
pillar of straining flesh. 


“My God!” Curtis cried. 
“It’s okay?” Gavin said quietly, fear in his voice. 


Curtis took Gavin’s cheek in his palm and smiled. “Very 
okay,” he said. 


Somehow they’d made their way to the bed, and when 
Gav moved to go down to his rampant erection, Curtis had 
pushed him back. He had to go first. He’d either panic or 
cum immediately if Gav took him into his mouth at this 
moment. No. He had to do this. He had to go first. This was 
it. 


It was the most important thing he’d ever done. 


Curtis kissed his way down Gavin’s torso, the small 
triangle of hair the only thing preventing his friend from 
being as smooth as himself. Gav didn’t even have a treasure 
trail. As he made his way down, he felt the heated, iron-like 
flesh against his belly and then his chest, and then there it 
was! Right there before his eyes. He imagined he could feel 
the heat of it. 


Now. Do it now. 


He lowered his face and rested it against that hard 
column, amazed at just how warm and alive it was. It 
jumped and Gav moaned, and that made Curtis kiss it and 
oh, it was so smooth! So hard! 


He’d never liked doing this to a woman. This oral 
intimacy. When all he saw was a dark triangle, there was no 
problem. But up close and familiar? Not the sight, not the 
scent, nothing. 


But Gav? God! He’d never really paid attention to an 
erection in pictures, or the few porn movies he’d watched 
with an adventurous girlfriend. 

Now he knew why, or at least partially. It was that he’d 
known even then that it was far more exciting than what 
his girlfriend had to offer. And now that it was the real 
thing and not just some actor in a movie, a person he’d 
always felt was being degraded in some way? Now that it 
was Gavin? 


It was the sexiest thing he’d ever laid eyes on. The 
scent, so musky and alive! The smoothness against his face. 
Finally, the experience of taking it in his mouth. Like 
communion! God. The taste an explosion of delight across 
his tongue, and even the slick wetness of him, salty and 
sweet at the same time. Again he was amazed at the heat of 
it. The aliveness of it. He had Gavin in his mouth! 


Gavin, dear, wonderful Gav, was crying out in joy. 
Curtis was doing that! He was making his lover (his lover!) 
feel so good. The things that had been done to him in his 
life, he was now doing to this man, this beloved man. The 
power in Gavin’s cock! The power in pleasuring Gav’s cock! 
It was beyond, beyond words. 


Curtis knew he had to be making mistakes. Was he 
hurting Gav with his teeth? He had to learn. He grinned 
then, even with his mouth full to straining. He had a long 
time to learn. 


Then Gav was begging him to stop. “Please! Too soon!” 


With a chuckle, Curtis released him and allowed 
himself to be drawn up into Gavin’s arms, and then Gav 
was making love to him. In a way that showed his 
experience— 


(funny that he felt a flash of jealousy at that) 


Of course you do, you’re a man and every man wants 
his lover to be a virgin! 


—in being sexual with a man. Gav was making love 
(love!) to him wholeheartedly and with all his heart. 


Making love to every inch of him, leaving nothing 
unkissed or unlicked or unsucked. From his elbows to his 
armpits to his navel and knees and even his toes (and who 
knew having your toes sucked could be so exquisite?)! 


And then Gav was straddling him, lying down on him 
while his legs framed Curtis’s hips, and he brought his 
mouth to Curtis’s ear (oh! was he going to lick there 
again?) and quietly said, “I have not once, not once been 
taken by a man without a condom. You know I’m negative. 
We were tested together. I haven’t even been with a man at 
all since then....” 


His voice trailed off and Curtis held his breath, waiting 
for him to finish, then realized there was an unasked 
question in the air. 


“I have been with a woman without a condom, baby,” 
he said, and felt a sorrow for it. “But not in a long time. And 
I haven’t been with a woman since we were tested last....” 


Gav gave a tiny moan, almost a cry. “Be my first?” he 
asked. 


“Yes,” Curtis said immediately. 

Don’t hurt this man. If you take this offer, it’s forever! 
“Yes,” he repeated. 

With a cry, Gav was sucking him again and then 


crawling back up his body, nestling the heat of his hidden 
self against the head of Curtis’s cock. 


“Wait... isn’t there some kind of lube you use...?” 


“Not this time,” Gav told him. “Nothing fake. It has to 
all be real.” He froze for a second and looked down at 
Curtis, another unasked question in his eyes. 


“Yes,” he confirmed, his inner self knowing what to say. 
“It’s real. I don’t understand it. But it’s real, Gav. I love you. 
With all my heart.” And Curtis knew it was true. 


Then Gav was taking Curtis within him. There was 
strain on his face. It had to hurt! But then, just as the most 
insanely superb and astounding wetness and_ heat 
surrounded his cock, a matching look came across Gavin’s 
face. His expression showed a wonder all his own. 


Gav rode him then, slowly at first, so slowly it was all 
Curtis could do not to scream, and then faster, bit by bit, 
and faster, until they were both shouting in joy. Curtis had 
never felt anything like it. Not physically. Not emotionally. 
Not spiritually. 


He couldn’t stop looking at Gav, his face, his heaving 
torso, his leaping cock. A miracle. This was wonder upon 
wonder! And when he knew the moment of no return was 
upon him, he took Gavin’s hard cock into his hand, ran his 
grasp along its magnificent length, and together, near 
roaring, they both came—he into the tight slick, hot depths 
of Gavin’s body, and Gavin erupting in great spurts 
between them. 


Then Gav had collapsed onto him, both of them 
desperately trying to catch their breath. 


And now? 


Now there was a whole new life about to begin. A life 
that was him and Gavin and Bianca. Gav and Bee. The two 
most precious people in the world. 


“Curtis?” 


“Yes, my love?” My love! He had just called Gavin his 
love. And why not? He was. 


“What took so long? Why did you make me wait?” 
Gavin was looking deep into his eyes, his face filled with 
emotion. 


“Because I’m an idiot,” Curtis answered. 
Gavin shook his head. “No. No, how are you an idiot?” 


“For not seeing what was right in front of me. For not 
seeing how much I loved you. For not seeing Bee...? 


“Bee? You’ve always cared for Bee,” Gavin said. 


“For not seeing what she is to me. What you both are 
to me. Family. My family.” 


Gav’s smile turned radiant. 


“For not letting myself understand that I was gay. For 
blinding myself to it. I so wanted a family that it made me 
stupid. I thought the only way was to find a woman and 
marry her and have children. How did I not see that family 
is family, no matter what? It isn’t about genetics or sperm 
or anything like that. All my life I’ve longed for a family, 
and for two years, it was right there.” 


Tears crept from Gavin’s eyes. 
“Baby? Are you okay?” 


“I’m the happiest I’ve ever been in my life. And you’re 
not stupid. Just a little late. But, Curtis. You were so worth 
the wait.” 


Now they lay tangled together, and Curtis felt himself 
growing hard again at the remembrance of their 
lovemaking. 


After that it was only natural that they made love 
again. 


Bianca walked in as they were sitting down for breakfast— 
eggs and sausage and toast and big cups of fresh-ground 
and brewed coffee. They hadn’t gotten dressed except for 
underwear and robes (Curtis’s retrieved quickly from 
across the hall). Bee would know sooner or later after all. 
She wasn’t stupid. 


Her eyes grew comically wide when she took them in, 
their robes, them gazing at each other across steaming 
cups of coffee. 

Then her grin grew wide as well. 


“Yes!” she shouted and yanked her elbow down in a 
victorious gesture. 


She threw her arms wide and gave a great spin. “I did 
it!” She stopped and began to do a little dance. “I did it, I 
did it, I did-did it-did it!” She did another whirl and bopped 
her hips and then thrust her pointed finger high. “I did it!” 

Both of them looked at her, incredulous. 

“You did what?” they chorused. 

She lowered her hand and gave them a Cheshire smile. 
“Got you two together. My plan worked.” She did another 
spin. “My. Plan. Worked!” 

Gavin was dumbfounded. “Girl, what are you talking 
about?” 

She shook her head and giggled. “I am so smarter than 
the two of you. Both of you put together!” 

Now Gavin was getting frustrated. “Explain yourself, 
Bee!” 

“The dates?” she said and giggled again. 

“What about them?” Gavin asked. “You two kept 
setting me up. You wanted me to have a boyfriend.” 

She began to laugh. Actually had to sit down to keep 
from falling down laughing. She grabbed a napkin and 
wiped her eyes. “I did not want you to date any of those 
men. Not yucky Preston and his stupid ‘actualies’. Not that 
butthole Bobby, Senior—boy, what a creep.” 

Gavin started to tell her not to use the word 
“butthole,” but apparently she wasn’t done. 

“Not that dingleberry, Blue. I mean, Blue! Who has a 
name that stupid?” 

Curtis gave a little gasp and covered his mouth, and 
started to laugh. Gavin had no idea what that was about. 

“You were trying to make me jealous!” Curtis said. 

“Trying?” She put a hand on her hip and arched a 
brow. “Trying? I think I succeeded is what I did!” 


Gavin shook his head and Curtis laughed all the more. 
“I don’t believe you!” 


“That’s your trouble,” Bianca said, pulling up a chair 
and then stealing one of Curtis’s sausages. “You got to start 
understanding who has the brains in this family.” She took 
a big bite and began to chew. 


“I think I’m starting to,” Curtis said, and reached 
across the table and took Gavin’s hand. 
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“Well, I had to do something. You sure weren’t going to 
make a move. And after what Santa said....” 


“Santa?” Gavin asked in surprise. 
Curtis chuckled all the more. “TIl tell you later....” 


“Well, anyway,” she said, and popped the rest of the 
sausage in her mouth. “I got just what I wanted for 
Christmas. I got Daddy a boyfriend.” 


Gavin beamed, turned to his lover, and saw Curtis was 
smiling as well. “Honey, how is that something for you? I’m 
the one that got the gift.” He felt the corners of his mouth 
stretch almost painfully. 


“I think we’re a lot more than boyfriends,” Curtis said. 
“I got the Christmas gift. I got the family I’ve waited for all 
my life.” He reached across the table with his free hand 
and laid it on Bianca’s. 


Bianca sighed happily. “Well, I got the best present of 
all,” she said. “I got two daddies. What could be better than 
that?” 


Indeed. What could? 
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